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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

SIR EDWARD BULWER LYITON, Bart., M.P. 

♦ 

In permitting me to inscribe this work to yourself you 
have shown, by one additional and valuable example, that 
the Republic of Letters is beyond and above the political 
differences of the passing day. History bears witness to 
this fact. The politics of a Milton or a Dryden, diverse 
though they be, perish like their lives: their poems are 
immortal as their souls. 

It is well that we should be reminded of this truth. 
It is well that we should have a common ground, far from 
the field of party and of passion, where we can meet amid 
the higher attributes of our humanity. ^It is well, while 
there is so much of the sordid and degrading in the poli- 
tical arena of the age, that men of widely different politics 
should say : 44 There is something truer and nobler than 
all this — a calm and holy sanctuary of thought, wherein 
at least, if nowhere else, all men are brethren, and all 
brethren are friends." 

Therefore I have sought to link your name with these 
pages ; and therefore, allow me to believe, you have granted 
me this favour. 

ERNEST JONES. 
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PART I. 



L — THE HOME OF CHILDHOOD 

'Twas in an ancient kingdom 
In the old world far away, 
In those ages dim and grey, 

Where 'mid the lonely mountains 
A pastoral province lay. 

Twas in a valley, holy 
With the quiet melancholy 

Of its woodland and its hill, 
Where a cottage nestled lowly 
^Beside a highland rill. 
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The stream was threaded silver, 

But travellers had told 
How it grew a mighty river 

Between its sands of gold, 
And floated bannered navies, 

And imaged cities old. 

The sound of far achievement 
Came o'er that solitude 
With a melody subdued, 

As the voice of unfelt tempest 
When heard across the wood. 

For mighty deeds were doing 
In the old world far away, 
In those ages dim and grey, 

When fame was worth the wooing, 
And chivalry held sway. 

Before that lowly dwelling, 

At the still fall of the night, 
When the fairy moon was bright 
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With the poetry of light, 
A youthful heart was swelling 
In the fulness of its might, 
And o'er the wistful child 
Sang the spirits of the wild. 



II. — THE SPIRITS' CALL. 

The stag-hound pants for the bugle call, 
The steed strikes the ground as he waits in the stall, 
The eagle looks up when the thunder is nigh, 
And brooks not to rest though his eyrie be high, 

Corayda ! 

The falcon will dart from his hood to the skies, 
As the fire of his heart overflows through his eyes ; 
All are straining — attaining — or seeking a goal : 
The soulless are stirring — why slumbers thy soul, 

Corayda ? 

Hark ! Voices are calling from far and from near, 
And dull is the spirit that recks not to hear ; 
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The statues, they speak in their funeral caves, 
And old bards are sending thee songs from their 
graves, 

Corayda ! 

There is duty before thee, wherever thou art : 
Then up, and unfurl the strong wings of thy heart ! 
'Tis treason to idle when action is free ; 
Thou needest the world, and the world needeth thee, 

Corayda ! 



III. — THE ANSWER. 

The boy upgazed from his lowly seat 

Through the gloom of the solemn night, 
Where the clouds were flecked with the silvery 
feet 

Of the stars in their fiery flight. 
They waved as black as the raven braid 

On a pale queen's forehead bound, 
And the earth seemed only a deeper shade 

'Mid the shadows that mantled around : 
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But glorious hopes from his high-beating heart 
Came mounting and gathering fast, 

As forth from a lofty nest young eagles dart, 

And rush out on the night and the blast ; 

And the gloom rolled back, like a cloud in the 
west 

When the splendours of sunrise begin, 
For the darkness without is an atom at best, 

But a world is the radiance within ; 
And the soul of emprise that replied in his 
breast 

Had the courage that fails not to win. 

" Welcome, welcome the day of strife ! 

And welcome the foeman brave ! 
And he who neglects the call to life, 

Let him die as an abject slave. 
Wrong may baffle the right a while, 

And virtue may yield to crime ; 
But the help of my need, 
And the gods of my creed, 
Be Energy, Faith, and Time. 
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* k While the mind still reigns in its kingly dome, 
While the heart in the breast beats still, 
There is nothing so stubborn, wherever we roam, 

But must yield to the conquering will. 
And long as I march in the ranks of life 

I will swear by those gods sublime ; 
For what shall withstand 
The invincible hand 
Of Energy, Faith, and Time ?" 



IV. — THE PARTING HOUR. 

The hour, the hour has come, that parts 
The son from his mother's side ; 

The hour that scatters the household hearts 
On life's tempestuous tide. 

Oh ! fondly on his mother's breast 

Will sleep the mother's joy ; 
And fondly at his father's knee 

Will play the jocund boy : 
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But years will pass, and thoughts will roam, 

And time steal hearts away ; 
And a sterner nurse and a wider home 

He seeks in his ruder day. 

Sweet childhoods quiet dreams have fled, 

New hopes are hurrying o'er. 
44 Father ! I heard the voice that said, 

* Young spirit, rest no more ! 

" 4 Away ! away ! beyond the bound 
Of the home that grows too small : 

Away ! away ! beyond the sound 
Of the pleasant voices all ! ' 

44 Tis heavy and hot in the valley here, 

And my heart feels ill at ease ; 
Beyond the hills 'tis cold and clear, 

And I long for the freshening breeze." 

44 My son ! my son ! out yonder, I 've heard, 
There 's a toilsome war to wage ; 

For the years of youth there is hope deferred, 
And regret for the hours of age. 
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44 And many a flower is there to die, 

No sun on its viewless bloom ; 
And lights that might be stars on high 

Are lamps in a living tomb." 

" Oh ! never a pearl in watery waste, 

Or a bud on loneliest lea, 
But the hand of their God with a purpose placed, 

With the eye of their God to see. 

44 To toil unrepining, though reaping no fame, 
Is the test to the great-hearted given ; 

But gather the darkness, or brighten the flame, 
The harvest will ripen in heaven." 

Then 44 Bless thee ! " cried that aged sire ; 

He caught the spirit from his son : 
So like their glances' kindred fire, 

The twain they looked like one. 

Slow from the porch Corayda stepped — 

So slow life's first link parts ; 
His father prayed, and his mother wept, 

And his shadow fell back on their hearts. 
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V. — OLDEN DAYS. 

Those were the glorious, gallant days 

Of hero-feats and poet-lays. 

Out on the world the high hearts rushed 

As rivers upon deserts gushed : 

As rivers upon deserts bring 

The blessings of undying spring, 

So, where they passed in glory's hours, 

Rose gentle bloom of deathless flowers. 

Then warlike men of ancient name 
Deemed all that was not honour, shame ; 
Not, not as now our goal we make, 
Content to live for living's sake ; 
And when the soldier came to woo 
With honest heart a heart as true, 
They questioned not what lands he 'd won, 
But nobly asked what deeds he 'd done. 
Unheeding whence their hero came, 
They chose a man, and not a name. 
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And warriors old from warrings wild, 
With truthful spirits, kind and mild, 
With deeds that live, and faith that saves, 
Sank smiling into peaceful graves. 

Then bards sang not for rauk or gold, 
For honour was not bought and sold ; 
And harps were then as sacred things 
As crowns upon anointed kings. 
Oh ! were not those the glorious days 
Of hero-feats and poet-lays '? 

Mayhap at times the evil thought 
A blight upon their brightness brought, 
And men, uncaring and uncared, 
Would mar the bliss they might have 
shared, 

And for a time would hold their sway, 
As storms hang darkening on the day : — 
As whirlwinds dash the storms away, 
Gallant harps to honour strung, 
And gallant songs to glory sung, 
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And gallant swords in knightly hand 
Would sweep them from the frowning land. 
Oh ! were not those the glorious days 
Of hero-feats and poet-lays ? 



VI. — THE YOUNG SOLDIER'S FIRST FIELD. 

It was the young soldier s first field, 
And bravely he battled it through ; 
He belted his sword and he cast down his shield 
As only the bravest may do. 

And loudly the storm rolled along 
Till the battle was ebbing away, 
And it fell on his ear like a chivalrous song 
Heard at the dying of day. 

The field began thinning apace, 

And the air growing darker and cold, 
And the north wind was wrinkling the heavens' pale 
face 

As he gathered the clouds in his fold. 
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The horsemen were galloping past 
To the call of the far trumpet-throe, 
And he knew hy the tone of the shattering 
blast 

That his monarch was beating the foe. 

His comrades were passing him by — 
No time now for greeting or stay — 
And he met the cold glance of the pitiless eye 
As low on his banner he lay. 

His pulses beat wavering and weak, 
Subsiding in slumber and pain, 
When a spirit -like touch on his fast fading 
cheek 

Recalled him to life once again. 

Twas the snow falling silent and swift, 
And the wounded boy blessed it aloud, 
As with parched tongue he caught at the freshening 
drift, 

And drank from the cup of the cloud. 
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The darkness was flowing around 
Like streamers of conquering death, 
And the whirlwinds of battle and tempests of sound 
Were wailing away to a breath. 

Hark ! a muster drum rolling afar ! 

Straight a hundred are swelling the strain ; 
Come gathering and trampling the ranks of the war 
O'er the snow-shrouded ranks of the slain. 

They were marching all spectral and pale 
In the gleam of the night's sullen noon ; 
And the torches that lit them were helmet and mail, 
As they flamed in the face of the moon. 

The stern monarch gazed o'er the plain, 
And his proud heart with victory fed ; 
He nor counted the living, nor counted the slain — 
What to him were the live or the dead ? 

But his banners were passing him slow, 
And proudly he numbered them o'er : 
kt There is one that has fall'n in the hands of the foe ! 
Now shame to the craven who bore ! " 
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That pealed on the ear of the boy 
With a knelling of pleasure and pain ; 
And upward he bounded with wild, dying joy, 
And stood to his banner again. 

Life swooned, on the wing to depart, 

He heard not the cheers round him ring ; 
But he waved it once more with the strength of his 
heart, 

And fell at the feet of the king ! 



VII. — THE KING. 

Borne with his banner as he fell, 

Saved from the field he fought so well, — 

Tended in the royal tent, 

Where haughty monarchs humbly bent, — 

Raised to the sovereign's household train 

(Reward for those of gentle strain, 

But here bestowed as tribute high 

To valours true nobility), 

Corayda, rescued from the grave, 

Vowed to his king the life he gave. 



Digitized by Google 



COR A YD A 



And well that monarch's spirit stern 
To glory's touch could melt or burn, 
While death would pass his icy eye 
Unpitied and unheeded by. 

Within his castle you might see 
All spirits stern and bold as he ; 
No courtiers bland with ready smile, 
But hate was hate, and guile was guile. 
He read their secrets through and through, 
And every man his master knew. 
Nor shrunk he from the traitor bold, 
But called him to his very hold, 
And made him serve him long and nigh, 
And watched him with his own keen eye. 
He was not loved — he was revered ; 
And friends obeyed, for foemen feared. 
The dangers he decreed, he dared ; 
W T as slow to smite, but seldom spared ; . 
And soldiers' hearts, by valour bought, 
Would fight for him who with them fought. 
For mercy it were vain to press ; 
But wrong was sure to meet redress. 
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He lived in good old royal state, 
But simple grandeur kept his gate ; 
His kingly majesty was shown 
More in himself than in his throne, 
Till those who would his bearing scan 
Forgot the monarch in the man. 
Oh ! many ages few shall bring, 
Like this, our true old warlike king. 



VIII. — LOVES CONFESSIONAL. 

It is a sweet and sultry night, 

When woods are dark and skies are light, 

And earth seems like a globe of jet 

Amid an orb of silver set, 

Whence stars look downward, large and clear, 

As though God's heaven were drawing near. 

The palace chambers are unlit, 

And shades like arras clothe the wall, 
Where solemn statues silent sit 

In life-like gloom adown the hall. 
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With tread so dull no echo stirred, 

Pace of guard at portal far 
Like minute stroke of time was heard, 

Monotonous and regular ; 
But drowsy died the weary round, 

And slower still the footstep fell, 
Till o'er his halberd, slumber-bound, 

Leant the lazy sentinel ; 
And few there be who still may take 
For joy or care one hour to wake, 
Save one young page, who may not sleep, 
Though others their dull chamber keep, 
But still doth w r atch, and pray, and weep, 
And feel by inspiration true, 
That when the stars are shining too, 
A living light will come and shine, 

And downward from a casement gaze, 
Like some sweet saint from lofty shrine 

Upon a heart that loves and prays. 
And well he knows when earth is still, 
And quiet glides from every hill, 
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And sends forth song and shade and dew 
On forest brown and mountain blue — 
When fondling winds are kissing leaves, 

That tremble with a faint delight, 
And every opening bud receives 

Its dewy lover in the night — 
And chant the rivers low and dim, 
She too will sing, and sing for him. 

She was a maid of royal line — 

He was a page of poor degree ; 
But all who love with love divine 

Are crowned with kingliest royalty. 
Out on the thought that heart can sleep 

With loves sweet dream, and not awake ! 
Out on the thought that heart can keep 

Secret so burning, and not break ! 
Though of their love they breathed no word, 

Though eyes were downcast, lips were mute, 
Yet all was told where nought was heard. 
Thus know we, though no chord be stirred, 

That music sleeps within a lute. 
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Needs there no language, needs no art, 
As flame draws flame, so heart draws heart. 

Hark ! from her balcony she sings ! 

The page in silent rapture clings 

All trembling at the column's base, 

With pale, upturned, and eager face ; 

And as the song comes hovering o'er, 

Each moment burns his spirit more 

His hand is on the column cold, 

His foot upon the tracery bold, 

Unconscious all of rest or hold — 

Thought, memory, hope, to her are flown, 

And leave him life and love alone. 

He seems borne up by some wild art, 

Borne up by wings within his heart, 

With rapture — oh ! scarce death could tame — 

So heart draws heart as flame draws flame. 

The gulf is passed, not to retrace ; 
The lamplight pale upon his face 
Casting a melancholy grace, 
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As breathless at her feet he kneels, 
His long, soul-speaking look reveals. 
Voiceless and swift, from eye to eye, 
Hope, wish, inquiry, answer fly ; 
Till the vast barrier reared by fate, 
Of pomps and treasures, thrones and state, 
Seems thin as moonlight to their sense, 
Beneath that look's omnipotence. 
Some wild sound falters from his tongue 
Like music from a harp unstrung, 
And then they nearer draw and near, 
With pulses mingling joy and fear, 
Till the long doubt is solved at last 

In one wild, agonising kiss. 
Oh ! what to this is all the past ? 

What has the future like to this ? 

Sudden they started — came no sound ! 
Each gazed abashed upon the ground — 
The blushing girl, the death-pale page. 
A moment passed — no, 'twas an age ! 
The ringdove fluttered in its cage. 
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Came o'er her face 
One flash of pride ; 

One moment s space 
She turned aside ; 
One struggle — one — the last between 
The world without, the worlds within — 
Then gave her hand. On bended knee 
He touched it most religiously, 
And poured into that meek caress 
All, all his spirit s holiness ; 
Not, as but erst, with wild embrace, 
But trembling lip and downward face. 
How flushed her cheek, how glowed her eyes, 
With love and hope and sweet surprise, 
Too fondly dreaming nought could part 
From loving heart the loving heart ! 
But oh ! Corayda's cheek turned pale 
As memory told another tale ; 
In his cold hand her hand he took, 
And pointed with his drooping look 
To where, inwrought with many a gem, 
Careless was cast a diadem. 
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She bowed her like a wounded dove, 
And only wept, " I love ! I love !" 
What heaven unites earth cannot part ; 
As flame draws flame, so heart draws heart. 



IX. — THE PARTING. 

The moon hung low on the rim of the mist, 

His last had the nightingale sung, 
When the lover came from his sweet love- 
tryst, 

Where the roses of passion clung. 

In his glance was the flash of a victor's pride, 

A light on his forehead above, 
For life's other triumphs are poor by the side 

Of youth's first garland of love ; 

And a conqueror greater is he by far, 

One pure loving heart who gains, 
Than he who may stand as the lord of war 

On a thousand battle plains. 
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But dark grew the garden, and dimmer the sky, 
And dark was the casement above, 

And treason was watching, and danger was nigh, 
For hate is the shadow of love. 



X. — CONSPIRACY. 

Three men stood back in a darkling spot 

Beneath an ancient tree, 
But they were so busy they heeded not 
When they stepped in the moonlight free. 
They stood too close for all but ill — 
All three were speaking quick and still : 
More close they drew all three. 

And they were planning a devilish plan 
The grey-haired king to slay. 

Afar the woof of treason ran 

To many a discontented man, 

And the viewless threads held they — 

To many a watchful enemy, 

To many a traitor lurking nigh, 
And armies far away. 
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It needeth but a single blow, 

And those dark fires that smouldering glow 

Will lighten fierce and free ; 
Then o'er their plans they chuckle low, 
With heavy laughter welling slow, 
Shook by their hearts* uneasy throe. 

And cry, " True comrades we ! 
And none are here the thought to know, 
And none will be the hand to show, 
Or mark the steel that strikes the blow 

In nights deep mystery." 
But as they turned into the shade, 
The glitter that the moonlight made 
Upon Corayda's dagger-blade 

Struck terror to their treachery. 

Then the first his weapon drew. 

And a ghastly smile smiled he : 
" There were four," be cried, M of a secret 
knew ; 

And the fourth, he kept it as long and true 
As the truest of the three." 
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Back bent the page with wary eye : 

44 Traitor ! the step that bears thee nigh, 

Shall find an echo in a cry, 

Ere thou canst smite or I can die, 

Brings witness and avenger too ! M 

Palsy seized the uplifted hand ; 

Each plotter stood with baffled rage, 
And glared a moment on the page, 
When spake the second of the band : 
" One shout will bring the avenger near ? 
Ho, page ! we wait that call to hear. 

No word?" They stood as silent all 

As shadows cast against a wall. 

44 Nay, nay ! methinks I know the spell 

That seals the listener's lip so well. 

See ! tangled bough and broken flower, 

And trailing stem and midnight hour, 

Tell of a tryst in fairy bower, 

And — save my fancy hath beguiled — 

With Amorine, thy monarch's child ! " 
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With quivering brow and lip compressed, 
And dagger clenched against his breast, 
Corayda stood ; one step he made, 

But met that old man's devilish mirth — 
As though a frost a torrent staved, 

That look has rooted him to earth. 
" Now, boy ! we both have much to tell, 

And both can keep a secret well " 

Swift turned the page. With sudden bound 
Speeds not more swift the scenting hound, 
Nor scuds the wind upon the wrack, 
Than the pursuers on his track ; 
For hope of vengeance, fear, and rage, 
Gave strength of youth to stalwart age. 
99 Stay ! stay ! " their cries in whispers ring ; 
44 Stay ! whither speeding ?" — 44 To the king 

Short space yet to the palace gate — 
Short shriving time for wrath or hate, 
When spake of that dark three the third : 
44 Hold back ! for struggle, clash, or shout, 
Would bring the watchful warders out 
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To seize us ere we gained delay, 
Our gathering friends to warn away. 
The king must live another day ! 

Haste ! haste ! from post to post ! 
Sir Palm, Sir Talenc, he may go, 
And not a surer overthrow 
I wish unto the deadliest foe 

Ambition ever crossed." 
A sign, a glance, a whisper low, 
And like swift shadows over snow, 
Athwart the moony lawn's white glow 

The flitting twain are lost. 
Sir Guivro then, with step subdued, 
Glided beneath an archway rude, 

By lichens overtossed. 



XT.— THE CORRIDOR. 

The clustered lights are gleaming 

Adown the corridor, 
And nightly dews are steaming 
The casements richly teeming 

With legendary lore, 
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Where saints, in holy seeming, 
Their penance life-redeeming 

For endless ages bore ; 
And ladies softly glancing ; 
And knights to battle prancing 
With chargers uuadvancing, 
And war-plumes never dancing, 

Though angry winds may roar, 
From forth their stand supernal 
Gaze down with look eternal, 
Cold, soulless, thought-escheating, 
Like conquerors, time defeating, 
So fragile, yet unfleeting, 

On races fleeting o'er. 
The moonlight, white and hoary, 
Cast on each pictured story 
A life-renewing glory, 

As passed the page before ; 
And one by one faint smiling, 
Those shadows fancy- wiling, 
They caught the light beguiling, 

Then darkened dim and frore. 
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But onward all unheeding, 
Corayda, swiftly speeding, 

Has passed the inner door ; 
While, slowly ringing after, 
Faint echo came like laughter, 

And chased him on before. 



XII. — THE ROYAL CHAMBER. 



Throughout the halls a heavy calm was spread, 
Like the dull awe that consecrates the dead. 
The varlets few who stood from porch to porch 
Had sunk to sleep by each extinguished torch ; 
But, as Corayda passed, the instinctive hand 
Moved drowsily towards the unreached brand. 
Anon subside they in oppression blind — 
His step had reached the ear, but not the mind ; 
And here and there, with slumber-broken strength, 
A half-dressed page had fallen in listless length, 
Who, as he caught the swiftly- crossing shade, 
With lip unclosed mechanically prayed. 
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Corayda passed in silence one by one, 
Unknowing whom to trust or whom to shun, 
With step subdued and terror-bated breath, 
Intent to warn the king of threatened death, 
Till crimson draperies o'er an archway cast 
Told him the dangerous goal was found at last. 

In folds all motionless the curtains hung, 
A living silence to the threshold clung, 
Like some hushed sentry standing at the door 
To warn the sounding foot to fall no more. 
With doubtful hand he moved the folds aside, 
And gazed athwart, fixed, pale, and eager-eyed. 
Is it the gloom that mocks the eye untaught 
With gaze that from intensity sees nought ? 
The very air is thickening into stone : 
The monarch's couch is void — he seems alone ! 
His hand unclasped, down rustling, strangely 
loud, 

The curtain closed behind him like a cloud. 
One step across the threshold stone he made ; 
Sure more than echo answered from the shade. 
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" Stand ! " burst a voice in startling thunder, 

" stand ! M 
Fell on Corayda's arm an iron hand, 
While came the hollow words with boding peal, 
" What seeks by royal couch the midnight steel ? 
Ho, lieges ! to the rescue of the king ! " 
Sharp on the hush the clashing carbines ring ; 
From forth a dark recess the curtains swept, 
And gloomy guards like moving statues stepped. 
Up gazed the page, and caught the monarch's 

eye 

Fixed on his own, stern, calm, immovably. 

Again ; and o'er him like a sudden blight, 

Unvarying once its cold, grey, glittering light, 

Sir Guivro's look weighed down. He turned away, 

And met the guards' long, motionless array ; 

Glanced down that line of faces without soul, 

As seeking for some kind, familiar goal, 

While that stern gaze, in which suspicion wrought, 

Cast on his face the shadow of its thought. 

The truth fell faltering from Corayda's tongue, 

But loud and clear the ready falsehood rung : 
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M My liege ! I found him stealing from the shrine 
That holds our royalty, young Amorine. 
The deed's discovery, and thine angers fear, 
Chasing the lover, drove the assassin here, 
Our lives to forfeit with a ready lie. 
He dared to murder, though he feared to die. 
By shorter path I gained thy couch in time, 
To slay the falsehood and prevent the crime. 

" What prates he of conspiring traitors three ? 
Sir Palm ? Sir Talenc ? They were not with me. 
Send — seek them ! Ask where tarried they to-night, 
And by that one inquiry test the right." 

Swift sped the messenger — as swift returned 
As though expectancy his footstep burned. 
He found Sir Palm in seeming revel deep, 
Sir Talenc on his couch, as bound in sleep ; 
And roundly swore false grooms and varlets all, 
Neither that night had left his palace hall. 
" Take hence the assassin \ n and triumphant hate 
Held on Sir Guivro's brow its fiendish state. 
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XIII. -THE PRISON CELL. 

Where, wrapt in bondage gloom, 
Corayda waits his doom, 
The wind is sadly sighing, 
Past prison turrets flying, 
And the sun is sliding low 
Down the mountain-side of snow. 
Across the dungeon walls 
The grating shadow falls, 
Higher still and higher 
As sinks the setting fire ; 
The city lies below, 
Half kindled by the glow, 
With rings of ruddy gold 
Around the church towers rolled 
By sunset's gaudy hand, 
Painter of fairy-land ; 
While all beneath is black 
As midnight tempest-wrack. 
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The birds with hurried flight 
Sweep homeward for the night, 
With a quick and restless cry 
Wheeling nigh and still more nigh, 
Then settling far away 
On trees and turrets grey, 
And waiting, still and lorn, 
Dim sentinels, for morn. 

The sounds die one by one 
At the feet of the dying sun, 
And stealthy silence fleets 
Through dark, deserted streets, 
Till in the city wide 
Fails life's stagnating tide, 
And single pulses only 
Throb in its bosom lonely, 
Monotonous and drear, 
Like a heart that beats in fear. 

Tis now the hallowed time 
'Twixt night and evening's prime, 
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When nature turns to pray 
At the deathbed of the day. 
All earth grows solemn-still ; 
The deer couch on the hill ; 
The pausing rivers flow 
To a music saintly slow ; 
The night-flower on the sod 
Looks meekly up to God, 
As his dewy angels pass 
From blade to blade of grass ; 
A holy whisper creeps 
From the forest ere it sleeps ; 
The mountains seem upturning 
To the stars above them burning, 
Those altars, angel-lighted, 
To the God of the benighted ; 
And a sound is on the air 
Like the spirit of a prayer. 
It was the hallowed time 
Twixt night and evening s prime. 
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XIV. — TWILIGHT. 



Then sank a feeling on Corayda's breast, 

Half hope, half fear, half peace, and half unrest. 

He scarce could turn to mourn his captive state, 

Life seemed so short, creation was so great. 

Before the eternal hosts in heaven arrayed, 

His prison walls seemed nothing but a shade ; 

Earth but an altar to creation's King, 

The soul its incense, life its offering. 

And if at times the captive heart oppressed 

Throbbed for a sigh to flutter from the breast, 

He heard the distant descant, low and deep, 

Where o'er their forest harp the breezes sweep, 

Whose awful, melancholy anthem rings 

In million tones from off its million strings, 

And each faint sigh of lonely grief seemed drowned 

Beneath that solemn majesty of sound. 

Then on his spirit fell the lonesome curse : 

" What is one life amid that universe? 
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While those vast voices ceaselessly prolong 
Their grand, unchanged eternity of song, 
. What recks it if the dying heart's last tone 
Be prayer or curse, a triumph or a groan ? " 

The while he thought, deep in the lowest shade 
And loneliest nook of a sequestered glade, 
That in dim darkness and seclusion sweet 
Lay at that towering city's marble feet, 
Warbled a nightingale a faint, low song, 
That sweetness only made surpassing strong. 
'Mid all the blasts through that lone gloom updriven, 
Unmingled and unlost it rose to heaven. 
Then to his heart returned the glory mild, 
That doubt should never quench in God's true child. 
On that melodious prayer he poured his own, 
Nor deemed his voice unheard, his thought un- 
known. 

Though darkened worlds around in ruin fall, 
The true, the beautiful, survives them all. 
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XV. -THE TEMPTATION. 

'Tis midnight in the prison cell, 
And soon the morrow's matin bell 
May ring Corayda's funeral knell. 

The moon had climbed the southern height, 
And kindly came the rising light, 
Iiike some sweet saint's hand, ghostly white, 
Through grating dark and arching stone 
In pity held to the captive lone. 

But hark ! along the dusky stair 

Sir Guivro and his friends repair. 

Corayda's words began to find 

An echo in the monarch's mind ; 

And though the coming sun might see 

Fulfilment of the death decree, 

The traitors feared each hour would bring 

Reprieve and question from the king. 
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Give but of proof one shadow more, 
And all their life of lies is o'er. 

They would have slain him in his cell, 
But he was guarded far too well ; 
The heavy bribe alone could pay 
Unto the dungeon grate their way ; 
In safer keep, the iron door 
Still rose their wished-for prey before. 
Then deep their cunning lure they press, 
With fear of death and hope of life, 
To triumph 'mid his spirit's strife, 
And make him, in his soul's distress, 
Imaginary guilt confess. 

That morn the king had heard their prayer, 
A felon's forfeit life to spare. 
The crime confessed, and mercy sought, 
The pardon's precious scroll they brought, 

And when the king the page had read, 
But ere his royal sign he traced, 
Another sheet before him placed, 

That bore Corayda's name instead. 
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Thus with the well-wrought lure they hied 
Unto their death-doomed victim's side. 



" One word," they cried, " and thou art freed : 
Thou need'st but own the intended deed. 
Our proof so strong, our charge so grave, 
No innocence avails to save." 

A smile passed o'er Corayda's face. 
Had Heaven, relenting, sent him grace ? 
Sudden he paused. 

" To fix thy mind, 
Behold thy pardon ready signed, 
Placed in our keeping at our prayer, 
If thou confess, that we may spare. 
For though 'tis we arraigned thy guilt, 
We shrink from blood thus idly spilt ; 
And that dread charge was meant to be 
Life to ourselves, not death to thee." 

Hope sparkled in the captive's eyes. 

" Give — let me touch the precious prize." 
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They held the pardon through the grate, 
With hands that shook from wrath and 
hate, 

Whilst with insidious lure from hell 

The tempters' wily accents fell : 

44 If thou confess not, where the gain ? 

Death seals for aye thy memory's stain. 

If thou confess, the future time 

May help thee yet disprove the crime." 

Shook all his frame with inward strife ; 
One moment his brave spirit bowed, 
Then shone like starlight o'er a cloud, 
With all its undimmed glory life. 
44 Nay, good from evil never rose, 
And fame from falsehood never flows. 
Since choose I must, my choice is ta'en 
Between my honour and my life." 

The pardon 's in the captive's hand — 
Beneath the grate the tempters stand ; 
But ere Sir Guivro could regain 
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The fateful scroll, from portal near 

Was heard the guards' advancing tread, 

And in discovery's sudden fear 

The startled traitors turned and fled. 

Quick passed the watch, but 'neath the 
cell 

It left an added sentinel. 



XVI. — THE JUDGMENT DAY. 



The citizens are thronging 
Fast to the justice place ; 

A wild and feverish longing 
Is flushing every face. 

Gentle eyes are straining 
To catch a sight of fear, 

And threatening and complaining 
Are jarring on the ear. 



Digitized by Google 



CORAYDA. 

The deep and sullen tones 

Of their million-footed tread 
Are shattering on the stones, 

Are hurtling overhead. 

The balconies are garnished, 

And the windows every one ; 
And the countless heads are varnished 

By the gleaming of the sun. 

Each house its tribute pours, 
And every street its share ; 
The crowds flow backward through the doors, 
So full the thoroughfare ; 
And still the tide 
From every side 
Is setting on the square. 

It seemed o'erflooding long ago, 
And not a span's breadth to remain ; 

Still in that gulf the living flow 
Is streaming, and is lost again, 
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Head by head so closely blended, 

As though the pavement had ascended. 

And then they clash and strive and meet, 
And whelm, and whirl, and smother ; 

Like million waves the million feet 
Flood back upon each other. 

Above them expectation sleeps 

Like tempest on the seas, 
And now and then a rumour creeps 

Across them like a breeze, 
And to and fro, with swell and sway, 
It swings the mass and fleets away. 

And every eye and every face 

With one expression fraught, 
Is turning to the selfsame place : 
Stands man by man, with not a space, 
Cemented by one thought. 
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The king is on his burnished throne : 

Far other sight seek they ; 
He scarcely gains a glance or tone — 

The king 's no king this day. 

Beside the block the headsman stands — 

At times on him they glance ; 
The axe within his thirsting hands 

Shines brighter than a lance. 

And black and gaunt above his head 

Frowns down the scaffold-tree ; 
They long to see it reeking red, 

For 'tis a sight to see. 

The hushed air throbbed round roof and spire 

With hot and sullen flow ; 
Spread like an orb of smouldering fire 

The listening crowd below. 

Lone in the glare Corayda stood, 
And a wind that far had strayed 

Across that living solitude 

With his long hair faintly played. 
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'Twas like a warm hand's soft caress, 
Twas like a human tone : 

That spirit of the wilderness 
Came visiting the lone. 

He stood so mournful and so proud, 
So meek, and yet so high, 

That maid and matron cried aloud, 
M He is too fair to die." 

While to the monarch's chair of state 

Three men were pressing near : 
Upon each face was written hate, 
And on each lip a falsehood sate, 
And on each forehead fear. 

Broke from Corayda's lip no tone ; 
Cold, yet flushed and fixed as stone, 
He felt not that, of all that throng, 
Full every eye with question strong 

Was fixed upon his own. 
He saw not, filling that vast space, 
Those countless faces, like one face 

Upturned to his alone ; 
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Nor block below, nor axe above : 
He was away with death and love. 

Passed through the crowd a muffled stir, 

A wonder crept from man to man ; 
Smiling the executioner 

His hand along the axe-edge ran. 
Then of that hoary-headed three 
Each turned to each with fiendish glee, 
And something like a stony smile 
Crawled o'er their thin grey lips the while ; 
And coldly then they laughed and jeered, 
And taunted more the less they feared, 

As dastards ever do ; 
Then " Guilty ! " cried that three aloud, 
And " Guilty ! guilty ! " roared the crowd ; 
*The judgment clove from earth to cloud, 

As heaven should speak it too. 

■ 

Then flashed Corayda's eye one flame, 
Then sunrise to his forehead came, 
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And bending round in proud surprise 

On that vast living, moving zone, 
That mighty glance of million eyes 
He seemed to gather in his own, 
And with its concentrated frown 
To gaze his false accusers down ; 
And fell his words so calm and clear, 
It was a wondrous thing to hear : 

" Thy mercy, king, for culprit meant, 
Was useless to the innocent : 

Take — take thy pardon hack ! " 
The fraud revealed, the forgery shown, 
The impulse given, the truth was known ; 
The traitors writhed before the throne 

Like culprits on the rack ; 
They strove to answer — died the tone ; 
They strove to smile — their lips 
stone ; 

They stood as very life were flown 
On long-lost honour's track. 
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And " Guilty ! w then that look avowed, 
And " Guilty ! guilty ! " roared the crowd ; 
The judgment clove from earth to cloud, 
And heaven returned it back. 

The guards advanced — none gave the word ; 
No voice was raised, no answer heard ; 
No sign forbade, no arm was stirred. 

While that mute sentence wrought ; 
But plainer still on each pale face, 
Usurping bold effrontery's place, 
Stood out, fast gathering trace on trace, 

The spirit of their thought. 

Then, like an earthquake on a shore, 
That rends the rocks with mighty roar, 
And lures the breakers in and o'er, 

Up rose the vast acclaim ; 
Far flashed the guarded line along, 
Waved lances in the sunlight strong, 
As though the ardours of the throng 

Were gushing up in flame. 
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But lowly then Corayda bowed, 
Then downward sank that look so proud ; 
Then first he shrank before the crowd, 
And but one prayer he breathed aloud : 

" 0 monarch, bid me die ! M 
And low the king, all heart-beguiled, 
Inclined him to that page and smiled, 

With trouble-shaken eye : 
" Kneel, gallant soul ! True metal, ring ! 
He is a knight who saved a king. 
But for the blood that beat too bold — 
Time make it tame, and absence cold. 
Ambition honours may content ; 
Love's only cure is banishment." 
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PART II. 



I. — THE WANDERER. 

Through peace and war, and varying scenes of life, 
Whose peace is but another name for strife, 
Corayda passed, with heart unwarped and true, 
Still strong to act what duty bade him do. 
Not, not as some beneath affliction sink, 
And fill with their own tears the cup they drink, 
His the brave spirit great enough to hope, 
Though vanished years their mournful memories 
ope. 

Led by the star, not eddied by the blast, 
He with the golden future gilds the past, 
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Strong with the strength time neither takes nor 
gives, 

That with the immortal in our spirit lives. 

Full soon Corayda won a knightly fame, 
And warlike followers rallied to his name. 
The wise shall win the homage of the bold ; 
The steel may conquer, but the mind must hold. 
Still doomed to struggle, and still forced to roam, 
'Mid life's wild pauses oft came thoughts of 
home, 

And once in peaceful hours — how brief and few ! — 
Back to his native vale the wanderer drew. 

'Twas on the evening of a toilsome day, 
When horse and man were weary with their way, 
Ere night's serene and humid hand had brought 
The flowers their dew-cups of pale moon -gold 
wrought, 

When at his feet the long-lost valley lay. 
Then with a soundless sign his band he stayed ; 
He could not break the silence of that glade, 
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Where slept the quiet echoes of his youth, 
With war's rude clangs and harmonies uncouth. 
There stood the cottage in the white moon-glow, 
Like walls of marble with a roof of snow ; 
The river and the lake, the wood, the hill ; 
The same kind faces, with the same smile still ; 
And ne'er so palpable, and ne'er so fast, 
Came thronging up the spirits of the past, 
Until he thought to see within the door 
His father's form, and hear his voice once 
more. 

Yet slow he rode adown the still retreat, 

As loth to reach what he had longed to meet. 



II. — THE SOLDIER'S RETURN. 

A soldier came to the chamber of death, 
From the world and its noisy disdaining ; 

His step he subdued, and he stifled his breath, 
And he fettered his heart's complaining. 
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And the old man turned with an impulse of sight. 

Though dim with time's shadowing hoary : 
44 Who stands by my bedside in silence and night, 

Between me and the night's silent glory ? " 

44 A stranger — a friend — his day's wandering done, 

From the darkening world hither driven." 
44 Nay! an thou art a friend — upon earth I have 
none — 

Thou must be some angel from heaven. 

M Nay ! tears on my hand ? Those are earths 
mournful dower. 

Now bless thee so kindly for weeping ! 
For me none have wept since the sorrowful hour 

When she her last vigil was keeping. 

44 Why sobbing so wildly ? What careth another 

That the dying is loving the dead ? 
Ha! who but the son can weep thus for the 
mother 

Such tears by the father's deathbed ? 
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" Bend lower — bend lower — that yet I may trace 
With my poor hands the vision I cherished. 

Ah ! it is not my bonny sweet child's smiling face. 
Speak ! — quick ! — has the music too perished ? 

M Thy voice — 'tis so kind ! — so familiar appears, 
Yet so strange, like a child's harp restrung. 

Ye have left me the dear voice, ye ravishing years ! 
Like the same song by ruder lips sung." 

His dreamy thoughts came on the ebb of his 
breath, 

Like echoes from Eden-land flying, 
And a smile like the kiss of the angel of death, 
Too happy for aught but for dying. 

" Ah ! hark to my boy's voice, that sings by the 
stream, 

And his laugh as he bounds through the dell ! 
Hush ! hush ! I am dreaming a sweet, quiet 
dream : 

Wait awhile, I shall wake and be well ! " 
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He lay there so still, and he lay there so white, 
Like a soldier from life's warfare sleeping, 

And so grand in the funeral pomp of the night, 
With silence his death-vigil keeping. 

They laid him with wailing, they laid him with tears, 
In the churchyard all quiet and lone : — 

The little birds sing the great song of the years, 
And the grasses have hidden the stone. 



Ill— THE COMING STORM. 

Upon the wane the summer stood, 

And coming autumn's shade 
Across the wild breeze-haunted wood 

In gold and purple played, 
Veiling the progress of decay 
With brighter, but with colder ray, 
As those who hide some deep distress 
Seem far more gay than happiness. 
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There was a curse upon the land ; 
Pale plague grasped famine's bony hand, 
And discontent began to reign, 
And single voices to complain, 
While moody brows showed here and there, 
And eyes that gloomed with more than 
care 

Began to lighten with despair ; 

And heads, in anguish bowed, to rise 

Like threatening signs on silent skies, 

Fast challenging their destinies ; 

And hands that had been raised in prayer, 

Unconscious half, began to feel 

In sleep for the forgotten steel ; 

And those who, when their rulers passed, 

Stood cap in air, and eyes downcast, 

Now looked them darkly in the face, 

As claiming right, not seeking grace ; 

And when, within the teeming street, 

Burgher and noble chanced to meet, 

The first forgot to step aside, 

And held his way with churlish pride. 
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For 'twas the time when spirits wild 

Cried to the masses dream-beguiled, 

" Rise for the cause — the cause of man ! " 

Earth's saturnalia then began. 

Then rose the mass, then led the few, 

But why nor led nor leader knew ; 

They chose a cause, they seized a name, 

No matter which, 'twas all the same, 

So that it bore them onward straight 

Through tumult, death, aud wrath, and hate, 

To scaffolds red, where they could slake 

The thirst their hearts must quench or break. 

Some led the way, like pilots sent, 

The wild time's wild embodiment, 

With something generous still and true : 

They fall 'neath the succeeding few 

That start from the chaotic strife, 

As breeds corruption its own life. 

This was the time when fierce delight, 
Like conflagration in dark night, 
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Shook Guivro's nithless heart of hate, 
Who watched the crisis-turn of fate ; 
Far and secure, with icy hand 
Tossed on the pyre another brand, 
And with his breath insidious fanned, 
What time its fires were burning low, 
Afresh the deeply smouldering glow. 
For he had flown impending fate, 
And broken through his dungeon grate 
With all the strength of fear and hate, 
And, as he dashed his shattered chain, 
Had sworn, " 1 will return again ! 99 



He was forgotten by his foes. 

When sudden riots first arose 

In passing gusts, with gatherings scant, 

Men deemed them but the birth of want, 

And showered down gold, and portioned food, 

Among the hung'ring multitude ; 

But, as they gave, arose more loud 

The clam'rous cravings of the crowd. 
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In vain the pitying monarch shared 
The hoarded wealth through ages spared ; 
Spread through that vast infinity, 
Twas like a wreck upon a sea — 
As though ye 'd lull a storm to sleep 
By sinking navies in the deep. 

Then, when the mass took head at length, 
Roused to the sense of its own strength, 
Their ruler, taught to fear the worst, 
Did what he should have done at first — 
Called forth the war-ban of the state, 
And smote when it had grown too late. 
For drunken age and maddened youth, 

Unbridled passion, strode at large, 
Battalions wavered in their truth, 

And leaders feared to bid them charge, 
Lest a refusal break in twain 
Obedience* last decaying chain. 

As yet the nobles in the land 

Had leagued not with the people's band ; 
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From king and rebel both aloof, 
They watched o'er discords sable woof, 
Fast bright ning, steal the crimson streak, 
Strengthning themselves aslboth grew weak. 



IV. — THE INSURRECTION. 

The people held the capital, 
Besieged the palace high, 
Riot beat on tower and wall, 
And like a fierce artillery 
Came from without the savage cry, 
Piercing through the stately hall, 
And through the echoing chambers all, 
More deeply wild, more strangely loud, 
As crowd was gathering fast on crowd. 

A sea of torches tossed by night, 
A sea of lances heaved by day ; 
Like waves against an island height, 
Around, around, by day and night, 
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High to their own wild tumult's gale, 
As to a breeze, they storm and scale, 

And backward dash, like scattered spray, 
In shivered flakes of shining mail ; 
While burned the city like the torch 
That flames in hell's unsated porch, 
And rose the smoke a regal pall, 
Fit for an empire's funeral. 

Still from the castle's loftiest height 
Northward strained the monarch's sight, 
At evening dim, at morning clear, 
To see the expected succour near ; 
But day by day was passed the same : 
Still watched he — still no succour came ; 
And shadowy rumours still were told 
Of disaffeetions fresh and bold. 

The king as yet, with conscious pride, 
Hurled the disordered onsets back, 
And laughed to scorn the threatened wrack. 

The unskilled mass, with none to guide, 
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That might with one gigantic blow 
Have struck the tottering palace low, 
In cumbrous crowds tumultuous died 
Beneath the reeking rampart's side. 

But anxious grew his brow this day, 
When change came o'er their wild array 
The masses took embattled form, 
The clouds were gathering for a storm, 
And order, like a mighty charm, 
Taught the fierce rebels how to arm. 
He knew the master hand had come, 
Upwaving fast the hour of doom, 
And in the changes wrought below 
Beheld the presence of his foe. 

With hurried step the castle-ward 
Unbidden stood before his lord : 
44 Some evil 's brewing from without. 
Hark to the fresh upgathering shout ! " 
And deeply beat the sullen roar 
From wall to wall, from arch to floor ; 
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But strangely sweet a mellow clang 
Loud o'er the volumed voices sang, 
And silvery tone and glorious strain 
Thrilled through the listener's heart again. 
" Up to the rampart ! for behold, 
That bright voice hath the rescue told ! 
I know the clang my trumpets threw ; 
I know the tread of my henchmen true ! " 

The monarch sped to the rampart's height ; 
And oh ! it was a glorious sight. 
On, on it came — tbe bannered pride ! 
The crowd gave way on every side, 

Fast flooding back, 

Like tempests black 
When parted by the sun-god's track. 
On, on it came — a stream of gold, 
That with a tide of music rolled ! 
Right on the palace held its way — 
Loud and more loud the war-notes play — 
The very ramparts thrilled again, 
As though the stones stirred to the strain. 
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Still, still they spread 
And glide below, 

With steady tread, 
As rivers go, 
And, as the waves gleam in the sun, 
Flames in the light their harness dun ; 
Ranged in a long, firm, steely wall, 
The tall men with their lances tall ; 
And the gushing floods of the riders stand 
Like frost at the sign of their leader's hand. 

Adown the ranks he gallops fleet, 
And shrill the stones to his courser's feet, 
And with him he hales in his quick career, 
Like a palpable thing, the long-following cheer; 
His bearing so stern, though his visor is 
down, 

That e'en through its steel ye can fathom his 
frown. 

Full proudly gleams the monarch's eye : 
4t They come — my own brave chivalry ! " 

F 
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Loud from the walls the soldiers fling 
Their gallant cry, M For God and King ! " 
44 God for the People ! " comes the roar, 
And silence sinks the answer o'er. 

Then from the line all slow of pace 
That stately leader rode amain, 

Flung back his visor from his face : 
" Sir Guivro has returned again ! " 

44 False knights ! in arms against your king ? 
And headed by so foul a thing ?" 

Against the glowing sunset came 
A flitting sheet of pallid flame, 
And faint-drawn streaks of thin grey smoke, 
Fast followed by the cannon-stroke, 
That on the castle rampart broke, 
And shook the chambers as it sped 
With sullen clang and shattering tread. 
44 Twas there Sir Guivro's answer spoke ! " 
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V. — THE KING'S VIGIL. 

Night sank on that disastrous day, 
And light and hope died both away. 
No longer raged the noisy din, 
Without was silent as within, 
Save the repeated heavy tone, 
And the scant answer backward thrown, 
Where pealed the gun, and bore the ball 
Death s messages from mound to wall. 

Within his chamber lone the king 
Listed his empire s death knell ring : 
Then in his eye first gleamed a tear ; 
Then in his heart first froze a fear. 
But not on his throne his glances rest, 
And royalty fills not his throbbing breast ; 
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His hand is not on his sceptre of gold, 

But it plays with the tress on his daughter's 
brow, 

And he wreathes round his fingers its long 

silken fold : 
The father was never a father till now. 
Disaster is teaching the stern heart to 

feel, 

As flame from the flint is but struck by the 
steel. 

Still and dovelike on his breast 
That gentle daughter drooping pressed ; 
The fiery blast that upward rolled, 
Stirred along her forehead cold, 
Where haply, with the coming morrow, 
Death from her might beauty borrow. 

" Oh ! where are now the champions all — 
The thousand swords in courtly hall ? 
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Oh ! where are now the proud and high, 
That vowed for thee to live and die ? " 
That savage shout gave stern reply, 
And heavy falls from the tottering tower 
Told of the step of the coming hour. 

Up starts the king — 

The night-guard calls — 
His wild cries ring 
Through empty halls, 
And quick he paces on the walls, 

Beneath the artillery's thickeniug fire, 
Commands, entreats with weeping eyes, 
Until they think, in mute surprise, 
That fear has seized upon their king, 
Nor deemed, in their poor reckoning, 
'Twas not the king — it was the sire ! 

Then, when himself had ordered all, 
Placed every guard on every wall, 
He hurried back in pale unrest, 
And clasped his daughter to his breast, 
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And forced a smile upon his cheek, 
And strove in cheerful tone to speak, 
And laughed as 'twere a merry thing 
When tower and mine went thundering. 

But as the hour was drawing nigh, 
Came empire to his troubled eye ; 
And when the rest, whose spirits' power 
Had served them bravely to that hour, 
Began to vail their pallid cheek, 
Then he grew strong as they grew weak. 
The greatest heart will deepest feel, 
As easiest bends the purest steel ; 
But soon grows calm, as 'twas before, 
The lofty thought, the tempered ore, 
Back trembling to itself again, 
Where baser metal breaks in twain. 
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VI. — THE SUCCOUR. 

A stir is at the palace gate, 

In the palace hall a cheer, 
And hurrying feet, with step elate, 

Sound hope s sweet music near. 

Why was it that a spirit new 

Seemed breathing that dark castle through ? 

'Twas that one face had dared to look 

Unshaken upon hearts that shook, 

And that one strong mind dared to speak 

Of their own strength to spirits weak, 

And from its own abundance gave 

The faith in safety that doth save. 

From far Corayda came that night, 
Like warrior true by his king to fight, 
When left defenceless, well-nigh lone, 
With but his sceptre and his throne. 
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Wounded he found his secret way 
Through the loose leaguers wild array. 
That evening erst the mighty crowd 
Had cast aloft their clamours loud, 
When Guivro brought his army proud. 
They came in strength, with trumpet tone, 
And showers of golden light ; 

Corayda wounded, worn, and lone, 

» 

In melancholy night. 
Hut greater powers reside in thought 

Than in the sword and spear : 
Ten thousand to the foeman brought 

Less joy than one man here. 

They led him proudly to his king, 
As though they had a host to bring. 
Dark grew the monarch's brow of pride ; 

He had forgiven in brighter hour, 
But, when dominion left his side, 

Wilder he grasped the shade of power. 
Red anger lit his forehead stern : 
" Who bade the exile home return ? 
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And dare men beard me to my face ? M 
Low knelt Corayda : 

" Monarch, grace ! 
I ask but for a soldier's right — 
Death at thy feet in loyal fight." 

Then fled the frown : it could not hold 
By the warm tear, that shadow cold ! 

Oh ! it had been a study strange 
To mark the monarch's glances change : 
Triumph's far temple seemed to ope 
At that one voice of whispered hope, 
With light, first clothed in seeming doubt, 
Where all had erst been light without. 

" Twere vain," he cried, " on hope to dwell 

They are so many, we so few. 
I taught them victory far too well 

To teach defeat's stern lesson too. 
But still — ay, still there is a chance, 
If timely yet the aid advance, 
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Though weak, and far — ah ! far away, 

And ruin waits upon delay. 

I reck not ! There 's a mighty charm 

That rests within a sceptered arm : 

I might — I still would win the day. 

But hark ! Too late ! Dost hear them come 

To the muffled curse of the muttering drum ?" 

Then paled the garrison amain ; 
None drew their swords, as though 'twere 
vain, 

And terror glared from every eye ; 
When pealed aloud Corayda's cry, 
Like the first trumpet of a victory. 

" Ho ! bid the merry bugles blow. 
Who wears a sword and fears a foe ? 
Give out the word, 4 Let traitors go ! ' 
And bid them all their false arms lend 
To storm the walls that we defend ; 
And o'er them blaze the beacon-brand, 
That all may see them where they stand." 
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Aloud the merry bugles blow ; 
Assault was gathering thick below, 
The stormiug column moving fast, 
The coming hour had proved the last, 
What time they heard that bugle blast, 
And saw the bale-fire o'er them glow : 
Then thought they, by that sudden cheer. 
Reserve or safety must be near, 
And straight from the defenceless wall 
Their trumpets sounded the recall. 



Another pause is snatched from strife, 
Another chance for death or life. 

• 



VII. —THE FATHER. 

The noon of night was well-nigh spent, 
When from the silent battlement 
The monarch for Corayda sent. 
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11 A guerdon for thy duty past, 
Thy greatest service, and thy last ! 
Not such reward as can repay 
The vulgar herd of common clay ; 
But I will overpay my due, 
And yet depart thy debtor too : 
Defend my daughter, and be true ! 

• 

" One pathway still is unopposed. 
Fly — ere the morrow sees it closed. 
Nay, answer not, young chivalry ! 
Thou lovest — she is safe with thee." 

■ 

Swept anguish o'er Corayda's brow : 

44 My king — my king ! fly thou — fly thou ! " 

" Nay, this old arm grows weak in strife ; 
I trust it not with that dear life, 
Though fit enough to guard its own, 
And fight for baubles like a throne. 
But oh, my child ! — Corayda, thine 
Is but poor love compared with mine." 
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He paused ; and in that moment's space 
His heart seemed starting from his face, 
Then smiled again : M The frontier past, 
My kinsman's court attained at last, 
Tell him your king knew how to die, 
But had not learned to yield or fly." 

He moved with step still firm and proud, 
But gathered in his eyes the cloud ; 
Ere half way he had reached the door, 
Oh ! they were streaming, streaming o'er. 
He paused — he turned — as struggled still 
Those mighty champions, heart and will ; 
Then quick the broken accents fell, 
" Oh, guard her well ! oh, guard her well ! " 



VIII. — THE FLIGHT. 

Six hundred warriors strong and tall 
Are missing from the western wall, 
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Forth marshalled by Corayda's hand, 
To guard the lady of the land. 

And haply chanced it they had left — 
That morn the mine the rampart reft ; 
They heard the thunder on their flight, 
Like war's own shout of fierce delight, 
And o'er the coppice rough they viewed, 
Part in the rising of the wood, 
Part in the dazzling distance lost, 
A marching line as of a host ; 
And then aloud a clangour rose, 
Like 'larums of encountering foes. 
They paused, half hoping. Suddenly 
Swelled faintly up the people's cry. 
u Tis rebel succour ! Speed the flight, 
For safety must be reached with night ! " 

Wide — wide across the ravaged land 
Fierce swept insurgent band on band, 
Far scattering ruin as they went, 
Like hail-clouds over harvests sent ; 
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But clearly shone the morning light, 
The gallant train was glancing bright, 
Though carnage was all freshly dressed, 
And anguish bleeding in each breast ; 
But failed the cheer and failed the song 
To time their lonely march along. 
It was not on the martial face 
Disaster showed its blighting trace ; 
It was not on the furrowed cheek, 
But on the lip that could not speak ; 
Not in the stern eyes darkening, 
But in the heart that could not sing. 
'Tis song that cheers the soldier's life, 
'Tis music stirs him on to strife : 
Be sure, when silent bands ye meet, 
They Ye passing from or to defeat. 

Through woodlands wild, that summer day, 
Their march untroubled won its way, 
With here and there warm ashes strewed, 
Where war had made fresh solitude. 
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O'er varying shades of human woes 
How bright eternal nature rose ! 
How glorious shone the lasting sun 
O'er fleeting war-clouds low and dun ! 
How clear the woodland music ran 
Above the dim dark graves of man, 
As chanting down the living sky 
His souls proud immortality ! 



IX. — THE BfUDLE-KEIN. 

But in a world all, all their own, 
A thing from earth apart, 

Engirdled by loves magic zone, 
That melted heart in heart, 

Of garden sweet, of heather wild, 
Unconscious, onward strayed, 

So sad, so blessed, so dream-beguiled, 
Corayda and the maid. 
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He walked beside her bridle-rein, 

And never a word spake he ; 
The winds were singing on the plain, 

The birds sang on the tree. 

He gazed not once up to her face, 
But downward looked alway 
On the flowers that bent 'neath her palfreys 
pace, 

Though far less fair were they. 

And he laid his arm on the palfrey's mane, 
And patted its neck where it glowed, 

And he held to his heart the trembling rein 
Of the steed that his lady-love rode. 

A gentle wind upsprang from the west, 

And waved in the silken flow ; 
Oh ! the eastern side was the side he loved 
best, 

And the angel of love was the angel he blessed, 
For it made that sweet breeze blow. 

o 
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He walked beside her bridle-rein, 
And never a word spake he ; 

The winds were singing on the plain, 
The birds sang on the tree : 

But oh ! dear love to yonth and maid 
A sweeter music taught — 

The music that their own hearts played 
To the silence of their thought. 



X. — THE RUINED FORT. 

And when the evening planet came, 

Afar a castle stood, 
Red-tinted, like a beacon flame 

Above a twilight flood. 

And old trees rose all dark and still, 
No welcome in their look ; 

Like sentinels from hill to hill, 
Their gaunt dim arms they shook. 
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Whole woods had died away between 
Where these still braved the blast, 

But looked so old, they must have been 
The first as now the last, 

Left behind to bury low, 

With their few leaves sere and slow, 
Their generations past. 

Sternly frowns the castle arch 
O'er the warrior8 , weary march ; 
Thick the wet grass on the ground 
Muffles low the coursers* tread ; 
The lichens trail the towers around, 
Like funeral weeds on mourners bound, 
Moistened with the tears they shed 
For their brave old glories dead. 

Stands the keep-tower dim and lone, 
Riven roof, and shattered stone, 
Like a great black skeleton ; 
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And thick along its rampart-side 

The rough holes that the cannon plied 

Gaped like wounds, of which it died. 

Waves no banner on the wall, 

But a pine tree, dark and tall, 

With stately crest its root has sent 

Athwart the broadest battlement. 

No warder from the watch-tower blows 

Friends to arms and scorn to foes, 

But the winds their clarions swell 

With a blast as loud and fell ; 

No troopers mount in such brave haste, 

That plate and mail but half are braced ; 

No sal lying rush, no scaling din, 

But the storms sweep out, and the storms sweep 

And never, be sure, in their days most proud, 

Assault or sally were half so loud. 

Each turned his eyes from the lonely place, 
And fixed them on his neighbour s face ; 
But showed each face so blank amain, 
They bent them for cheer on the ruins again. 
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XI. — THE NIGHTLY HALT. 

The sun has sunk, the guard is set, 
The foe seem distanced far as yet ; 
With martial haste the wary band 
Place the defences to their hand, 
And arquebuse and culverin 
They range the batteried walls within. 

The morrow should herald their further flight. 
But the warder has taken his stand for the night. 

Still through the twilight strain his eyes, 
For spears along the distant rise ; 
The night breeze waves the tree-top spires, 
The low clouds gleam like wandering fires ; 
He bends his ear for the signal-blast, 
And curses the shadows that gather so fast, 
With phantoms of spearmen swift wandering past. 
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Dark — darker it grows where the hill is high : 
Now keep well the watch of the ear, not the 
eye! 

Not a torch be waved on the long rampart-side, 
Not a lamp be hung in the gateway wide, 
The friend to betray, and the foeman to guide. 
Ha ! a light in the turret ! Tis hurried away, 
And Amorine kneels in the darkness to pray. 

Weareth the watch. In the midnight profound 
Corayda is pacing the ramparts around. 

Is it the wind on the far forest beat, 
Crushing the leaves with invisible feet ? 
Is it the stream that has risen and roars, 
Fretting and champing the rock of its shores, 
Claiming the mountains, not vales, for its strife, 
As a large spirit strives with the shackles of 
life? 

The warder thought it was the air : 
His raised hand met no motion there. 
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He thought 'twas the mountain stream quickening 
by : 

That eve, when they passed it, the channel was 
dry. 

But when the third guess he had given, I trow, 
He spoke not a word, for he knew 'twas the 
foe. 

Onward came the solemn treading, 

Widening as it nearer drew, 
Like the stream its banks o'erspreading, 
Like the winds the forest threading 

Through, and through, and through. 

Count the thousands by the sound, 
By the time the thousands count, 
Striking numbers from the ground, 
Crossing still the highland bound, 
As they fall and as they mount. 

Hark ! the cohort on the hill 
Casts a clangour passing shrill ; 



Digitized by Google 



88 



CORAYDA 



Trampling through the forest s arch, 
Duluess wraps the lowland march. 

Still pass they, distant scarce a rood ; 

Still ye hear them tread away ; 
Still upgathering through the wood, 
Sweeps and swells the coming flood, 

Or ebbs the long array. 

Hark ! Now and then a heavy groan, 
Where the wheels of iron drone, 
And cannon grate against the stone ; 
And now and then a sudden clattering, 
Like rain-drops upon broad leaves pattering ; 
And now and then a steely ringing, 
Like church- vanes in a tempest swinging ; 
And now and then a murmur blending, 
Like locusts on a land descending ; 
And now and then, from nearest band, 
A loud hoarse signal of command ; 
But never a sound, and never a word, 
That passed the castle s guard unheard. 
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They bent them o'er the rampart low, 
Their long guns pointed at the foe, 
Their matches burning pale and slow ; 
And little knew the hosts beneath, 
Where, like a cloud poised on a breath, 
Hung o'er their heads the darkened death, 
All ready to come scattering hot, 
A mountain shower of lurid shot. 

Silent — silent all they stand, 

Burning match 'neath covering hand. 

An hour has flown — they breathe more bold, 

Yet undiscovered in their hold. 

But one short space, one half hour more, 

And the foe may pass, and the peril be o'er. 

A flash ! — a sound ! Who fired that shot ? 
On wall or tower what careless hand 
Betrayed their unsuspected band ? 
Fast — fast on the devoted spot 
Pours the loud answer fierce and hot, 

And straight the marching myriads stand. 
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A pause. Along the hill-pass wide 
Runs the signal, strikes the halt, 

And either side 

Prepare to bide 
The brunt of sally or assault. 

In single shots, receding dies 
The volley of the first surprise, 
And ye can hear the rapid riding, 
Onward marching, and abiding; 
Firelocks charging, spear-heads fixing, 
Square and squadron intermixing, 
Cannon planting, column wheeling, 
Scout advancing, ambush stealing, 
While echo leaping, bound on bound, 
From hill to hill with the gathered sound, 
Shouts as ten hosts were circling round. 

Sudden on the gloom-wrapped wall 
Ran and leaped a fiery ball. 
Another and another came, 
Above, around, with vaulting flame. 
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The battlements showed as in glaring of day, 
And faint fell the gleam on the hostile array, 
Revealing the column prepared to assail, 
And the black battle clouds still withholding their 
hail. 

Then belched forth together the carbine and gun, . 
Like iron volcanoes their canopies dun, 
Swathing the red death, that flamingly broke 
From their mouths of hoarse thunder in volumes of 
smoke. 

But when not a sound, save of echo alone, 
From those time-ruined ramparts in answer was 
thrown — 

When flashed not a flame, and when hissed not a ball, 
And not a defender was seen on the wall, 
But the breach, and the rent, and the wide portal 
arch 

Seemed to turn the assault to a battle-less march — 
Then burst the loud cheer 

Down the lengthened array, 
Now far and now near, 
As it flooded away ; 
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And then ye might hear 

The quick rush to assail, 
And the hand on the spear 
As it shrilled to the mail. 
They strained up the rise, and they climbed o'er the 
ridge, 

The feet of the foremost were beating the bridge : 
" Now fire ! " As Corayda the stern signal gave, 
Saint's troth ! but the echo that answered was 
brave ! 

Blazed loophole and bastion, blazed turret and 
wall, 

Down thundered rent ruiu, and foemen, and 
all; 

A shriek and a groan, that are lost in the din 
Of the sharp-ringing carbine and hoarse culverin ; 
A rushing away and a beating of feet, 
And a trailing of limbs in the bleeding retreat ; 
A sharp shot sent after 

To quicken their flight, 
Like a spasm of laughter — 
Then darkness and night ; 
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A muttering of drums, then a trumpet-clang clear, 
As though pealing so loud lest the soldier should 
hear 

How the heart in his bosom was beating with fear ; 
And deep pauses filled to o'erflowing with dread, 
Like long soundless requiems held for the dead. 



XII. — THE SIEGE. 

Through morning's cold grey lips the breath 

Chased darkness from the brow of death. 

The ruin rose with more of gloom, 

Like some old violated tomb, 

And the dead-piled fosse, with its crimson ground, 

Gaped like a great wide wound around ; 

While in a circle lengthened far, 

Brooded the lines of leaguering war ; 

And to and fro, in many a road, 

Uptrampled tracks all redly showed 

Where the rivers of carnage had ebbed and flowed. 
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But the morning wind came with its pure fresh 
breath, 

Like the spirit of life to the spirit of death, 
And shook the torn arms of a banner on high, 
Like strips of pale cloud that had dropped from the 
sky; 

And those who had looked to the far forest range, 
Albeit for some traces so passing and strange, 
Might have deemed 'twas a desert abandoned of man 
O'er which the wild breezes fresh pasturing ran. 

But when the leaguering army round it coiled, 

Saw what a ruin had its onset foiled, 

Clove through its waking orb a hollow laugh, 

Half self-derision, and defiance half ; 

The batteries, that were smouldering till the morn, 

Withheld their salutations as in scorn, 

And but a single rider from them all 

Dashed through the circling legions to the wall. 

A smile was kindled on Sir Guivro's face, 
As up he reined, in distance scarce a pace 
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From where the cannon peered athwart the gate 
With iron lips for oracles of fate. 

Safe from assault through martial honour's use, 
He called his deepest enmity a truce ! 

No forms upon the crested wall are seen, 
But human shadows rest the rents between, 
And grate of steel and click of carbine tell 
The foe can fight again who fought so well. 
Scornful and loud Sir Guivro's challenge rung, 
But died " Surrender !" on his palsied tongue, 
When from the crumbled rampart cast below 
Corayda's shadow smote him like a blow. 
Terror and hate hung stifling on his breath : 
He knew " Surrender ! " must be changed to 
" Death ! " 

But then he strove, with promised wealth and 
life, 

To win the soldiers from the useless strife, 
And tempt them to desert the chief who gave 
For battle, murder — for a fort, a grave ; 
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Showed his wide host and their defenceless state, 
With scarce a weapon save despair and hate ; 
How the orhed tempest hung on his one breath ; 
How they were wrecked and islanded by death, 
Cast in his thrall with that defenceless maid, 
"Who deepened but the vengeance she delayed. 

Once let a great heart breathe with daring plan 
The spirit of its greatness into man, 
Then lesser hearts begin to beat and bound — 
The soil for flowers is hid in every ground — 
And men will love the great for greatness' sake, 
If once ye bid their souls' deep music wake. 
As stones turn statues in the sculptor's hands, 
So hero-leaders make heroic bands ; 
Thence thought they all, though theirs was not the 
cause, 

Like true men answering nature s golden laws : 
How can the warrior fear, the soldier yield, 
Beauty to serve, and innocence to shield ? 
Girdle the leaguer — draw its iron length ; 
Her grief's our arm, her helplessness our strength ; 
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Let yonder hirelings fight, the brutish brave ! 
They strike but to destroy, and we to save. 
Then burst from every lip the one-voiced cry, 
" God for the right ! up challenge to the sky ; 
God for the right ! and blessed are those who die." 

" And think ye " — but Sir Guivro's lip was pale— 
" The riddled bark so long may ride the gale, 
Till comes the king, with fiery spur at heel, 
To sweep our lines away with waves of steel ? 
Be undeceived ! Now die, despairing hate ! 
The king was slain before his palace gate." 

Up from that gallant band, up burst the shout, 
As rung each heart its knell of anger out, 
" God for the Queen ! " — one answer, one from all ! 
Pealed on the rising morn the solemn call : 

• 

" Now forth, each sword of gentleman and knight ; 
For nobles all who fight a noble fight. 
God for the Queen ! Up, royal standard, high, 
That all may know the worthiest spot to die ! " 
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Up rushed that stately banner fold on fold, 
Baring to golden skies its shield of gold ; 
O'er the black fort its sheeted light unfurled, 
As honour shines above a darkened world. 

What was it that subdued the soldiers' cheers, 
And brought to furrowed cheeks unbidden tears ? 
The crown of sorrow on that young queens brow 
Bowed heads the sceptred kings could never bow. 
The kindred heart, though rude in mail arrayed, 
Is gentle in the warrior as the maid. 
As light comes gliding on the morning air, 
She stole on the fresh silence like a prayer ; 
Those ruins seemed an altar to heaven s King, 
Crowned with high hearts, earth's noblest offering ; 
While, like a white uplifted flame, the maid 
With hands upraised in silent anguish prayed, 
Or one lone lily in some dark old wood, 
Where sternly ranged the circling soldiers stood. 

That fiery orb of living hearts around 

Sank as by some enchantment to the ground, 
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And brightly shone from each uplifted eye 

The deep resolve for God and her to die. 

Then knew Sir Guivro — and his smile grew dim — 

Who knelt to God would never kneel to him. 

The rapture in those glances flashing free, 

Taught him how proud a thing man's death can be ; 

That life has greater aims than pomp and strife, 

And death itself may prove worth more than life. 

Ken in that moment of unchecked command 

He envied — ay, the meanest of that band ; 

And half he cursed himself— could half prefer 

To leave his hosts, and come and die for her. 

So fair is virtue to the darkest sight ! 

So God has doomed the wrong, and blessed the right. 

With spur and bit to maddest fury lashed, 
Hence — hence Sir Guivro's steed tumultuous 
dashed. 

Vain, vain to fly, or call thy strong array ! 
The foe is in thy heart, they cannot slay. 
Whatever fate thine after arms may meet, 
Thou hast received thy worst and last defeat. 
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XIII. — THE RED ROSE. 



Fourteen long days had passed in storm and flame ; 

And now the last, last evening slowly came. 

Now hope began to look with heavenward head, 

And memory count on beaded tears her dead : 

Five hundred hearts with pulses glory driven — 

Five hundred spirits leaning down from heaven 

No royal banner flapped the subject air. 

No hand had vailed it, yet it hung not there ; 

Rapt by the fiery kiss of battle's blast, 

It waved o'er men unvanquished to the last. 

Sad on the shattered fort fell evening's smile, 
Gilding a dying empire's funeral pile ; 
But still within the crumbling rampart's heap 
Their last defence the last defenders keep : 
That living ruin strikes and strives the same. 
Like heart unconquered in a conquered frame. 
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A tower yet stands upon the western wall, 
The most exposed, although the last to fall ; 
And strange to see, uninjured round it grows, 
With yet a single flower, a red queen rose : 
Facing the whirlwind, sweet as poet's song, 
Type how the beautiful survives the strong. 

Pale listened Amorine, that endless day, 
How on the ramparts died the cheers away ; 
The crash, the shout, and the wild nameless din 
Became more loud without, more low within. 
It was not that the soldier proved less true, 
Or hearts grew weak, but that the hands waxed few. 
The sulphury smoke came sweeping round the tower, 
That rocked and reeled beneath the thundery 
shower ; 

Yet never gazed she from that sad retreat, 
Dreading to see the death she dared to meet; 
But still at times, when lulled the eddying roar, 
Pale faces peered through the half-opened door, 
And wounded men would come with quiet smile, 
And tend her gently, dying all the while ; 
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Speak with a faltering tongue some word of cheer, 
Kiss her cold hand, and lingering disappear ; 
And then anon, without, some faint voice cried, 
" God for the Queen ! " — and thus the brave hearts 
died. 

Through that long day Corayda never came 
But battle's voices chanted to his name ; 
And well she knew, when clanged his knightly 
brand, 

There blazed the breach up with the leaguering 
band. 

The storm w r as scaling nearer from without, 
And died the answer to a single shout. 
She longed to greet him, but she feared it most, 
For he would come when all but he was lost. 

The sun is riding low — the walls are wou ; 
The unburied dead lie cold — the strife is done. 
There rung the last cheer — there the last sword 
smote : 

The fort 's a tombstone to the deep grave-moat ! 
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One half hour more, the sun shall set, 

Whose lingering beams look proudly yet, 

Fronting the clouds that curdle nigh. 

Like a conquered chief who scorns to die 

Beneath the scowl of his foeman's eye. 

A vesper-bell swung on the air, 

Knelled o'er the clash the lull of prayer, 

A pause crept the loud leaguer through, 

And quiet sank on earth like dew ; 

The slayers knelt above the slain 

Before they rose to slay again, 

When slow the turret-door swung back, 

Streamed through the arch the battle's wrack, 

And streaks of fire and sunny shine, 

Like death and glory, intertwine. 

Yet marked she, 'mid that sight of wail, 

One form alone, one forehead pale, 

That shone above the clouds of war 

With light immortal like a star. 

Still stood Corayda, as he came, 
With marble cheek, but eye of flame, 
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His hand pressed slightly to his side. 
Was it the tumult of his heart to hide ? 

Who broke the silence first, what sighs 
Upwafted slumbering destinies, 
What words were said, what thoughts had 
power, 

Rests with the angel of the hour. 
Back, back the wind the portal hurled, 
Closed, closed on the discordant world. 

Along the sun's red disc appear 
Black flecking lines of flag and spear. 
Vain hope — vain hope ! Tis but the sail 
Of vapours to the evening gale. 

Hark ! The vesper chimes are done ; • 
Stands the chariot of the sun ; 
His horses paw the western rise, 
Striking flashes from the skies. 
Hark ! with slow and smothered roar, 
How the mounting murmurs soar ! 
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Shakes the tower beneath the blast : 
One moment and the worst is past. 

Hear they not, and heed they not, 
Lurid hell upboiling hot ; 
And the clattering of the shot, 
And the crash from spot to spot, 
Hear they not, and heed they not ? 

Lip to lip, and eye to eye, 
Raised to heaven before they die, 
Counting by their hearts' wild beating 
Moments rich as ages fleeting, 
Love remembered, life forgot* — 
Hear they not, and heed they not. 



Down from the mountains it sweeps like a 
gale, 

Up from the valleys it swells like a flood ; 
The trumpet is driving the lance on the mail, 
As the hurricane scatters the arrowy hail 

On the leaves of the echoing wood. 
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Does it not rouse thera, the gathering and rout, 
And the storm that is pouring and clashing 
without ? 

Why falls not the portal ? Why comes not the 
foe? 

Why thunder above ? and why silence below ? 
Further and further, but loud and more loud, 
Like tempest receding with fresh-gathered cloud, 
The hosts are engaging on highland and moor : 
One hurried step only is nearing the door. 
Follows afar the deep, regular march, 
And a tall shadow falls through the red portal arch. 

Corayda's hand is on his blade, 
But fails the effort soon as made ; 
His eyesight films, his senses ring : 
Kneel, kneel, Corayda ! — 'tis the king ! 

False, false, Sir Guivros tale of hate ! 

One struggle brave at palace gate, 

One kingly fight on level plain, 

And those who were rebels are subjects again. 
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The gallant succour came aright, 

'Twas their advance Corayda saw 

When marching through the highland shaw. 
Then, when Sir Guivro learned the flight 
Of Amorine and the banished knight, 

And that unshaken in the north 

Leal barons led fresh lances forth, 

And even then were bearing near, 

He raised the siege in sudden fear, 

And with the best part of his force 

Straight tracked Corayda s woodland course, 

Sure, if the fugitives he take, 

His own triumphant terms to make ; 

But purporting to strike the foe, 

Ere union could affect the blow. 

***** 

The brave are slain, who scorn to yield ; 
The traitors sleep on lonely field ; 
Faithless heart and lying tongue, 
Death un mourned and life unsung. 
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Pealed the far-off triumph-sound, 
The lieges closed their King around ; 
Low spake the father and the child, 
And oft the listening monarch smiled. 

Was it the sunset's crimson hue 
That faint blush o'er the maiden threw ? 
No sunset e'er so brightly burned, 
When to the knight the monarch turned 

"For noblest knight the truest maid. 
The king the soldier's faith repaid ; 
The father gives for the rescued child, 
A bright rose to thy laurels wild. 
Ambition gilds the warrior's sword, 
But love alone is love's reward." 

Slow sank Corayda to his knee ; 
It was a beauteous thing to see, 
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The glory on his face that rose, 
Deepening, deepening evermore, 
Then passing like an angel o'er, 

And settling in a rapt repose. 
But once he spake, but once he smiled, 
As calmly as a dying child ; 
Stole o er his brow a saintly rest, 
And low he murmured, " Blest ! 0 blest ! " 
And lifted once his pallid face, 
Draped like marble with death's grace, 
And slow his arm began to glide 
Like shadow, powerless now to hide 
The death-wound at his gallant side. 

The maiden blushed, the maiden paled ; 
The maiden turned, the glory failed ! 
She never shrieked, nor swooned, nor fell ; 
That fond heart passed without a knell. 
Sudden one long deep breath she drew, 
And one sad look, so piteous, threw, 
That every eye began to fill ; 
Then sank beside him pale and still. 
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Athwart her brow her fingers swept, 
As if she saw her flowing hair, 
Though not a tress was straying there ; 

She took his hand, but never wept, 

And monumental silence kept. 
" Alas ! my father ! " Further word 
Than this, if spoken, was unheard. 

Is it the passing angel's tread, 

Or the dead that is whispering with the dead ? 

The sun had gone behind the hill, 
That one rose drooped on the dewy sill ; 
The wind that through the casement played 
Strewed its red leaves o'er the maid. 

Wild bursts without a joyous cheer, 
Conquering crowds are drawing near ; 
The hosts defile, the clarions play, 
And glory lights the long array, 
And loud the notes of triumph ring, 
44 Long life and gladness to the king ! " 
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Break at his feet the waves of steel, 
Before him knight and noble kneel ; 
He fixed them long with vacant gaze, 
Dimmed with dreams of other days, 
Then murmured with averted sight, 
" Oh, truest maid and noblest knight 
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THE BAUD'S LAMENT. 

Spirit ! why hast thou flown ? Ethereal thought ! 

Thou earnest once like gush of ready flame, 
Wrapt on the currents that wild fancy fraught, 
Strong in a mighty melody untaught : 

Thou thing of fire ! say, who so still and tame? 

Is this poor heart, thy whilom tenement, 

So worn that thou despisest there to stay ? 
Has sorrow seamed my house with many a rent, 
Through which the world's cold storms their chill 
have sent, 
And scared my heavenly visitant away ? 

1 
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Oh ! still at times thy hovering form I trace, 

Thin wavering ghost, at fancy's fading feast : 
Re-cross the threshold of my dwelling-place, 
Where once thou earnest, uninvited grace, 
And yet most welcome when expected least. 

Come back ! I '11 deck thy home with dainty pride : 

Its open doors thy fitful stay invite. 
Alas ! 'tis but the ruin's portals wide, 
Through which the storms their dripping steeds may 
ride, 

But whose black arches scare the blest sunlight. 

In vain ! Thy cold and dewy fingers play 

Across my heart-strings, yet they wake no sigh ; 

The chords are broken, and the charm 's away ; 

Harp out of tune, and bard without a lay, 
The music 's lost : then, lost musician, die ! 
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ON HEARING OF A POETS DEATH. 

He 's gone, 'tis said. Be still, false tongue ! 

He 's with us yet in what he suug. 

The earth has taken all it gave — 

His body to its hallowed grave ; 

But heaven mourns its missing due, 

Since earth has kept his spirit too : 

And nature let him live so long, 

Her patriarch of modern song, 

Confessing, ages shall have flown 

Ere such another bard is known. 
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HOPE. 

Gate that never wholly closes, 

Opening yet so oft in vain ! 
Garden full of thorny roses ! 

Roses fall, and thorns remain. 
Wayward lamp, with flickering lustre 

Shining far or shining near, 
Seldom words of truth revealing, 

Ever showing words of cheer. 
Promise-breaker, yet unfailing ! 

Faithless flatterer ! comrade true ! 
Only friend, when traitor proven, 

Whom we always trust anew. 
Courtier strange, whom triumph frighteth, 

Flying far from pleasure's eye, 
Who by sorrow's side alighteth 

When all else are passing by. 



HOPE 



Syren singer ! ever chanting 

Ditties new to burdens old ; 
Precious stone the sages sought for, 

Turning everything to gold ! 
True philosopher ! imparting 

Comfort rich to spirits pained ; 
Chider of proud triumph's madness, 

Pointing to the unattained ! 
Timid warrior ! Doubt, arising, 

Scares thee with the slightest breath. 
Matchless chief ! who, fear despising, 

Tramples on the dart of death ! 
O'er the grave, past Time's pursuing, 

Far thy flashing glory streams, 
Too uuswerving, too resplendent, 

For a child of idle dreams. 
Still, life's fitful vigil keeping, 

Feed the flame and trim the light : 
Hope 's the lamp 1 11 take for sleeping 

When I wish the world good night. 
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EARTH'S BURDENS. 

44 Why groaning so, thou solid earth, 
Though sprightly summer cheers ? 

Or is thine old heart dead to mirth ? 
Or art thou bowed by years?" 

44 Nor am I cold to summer s prime, 
Nor knows my heart decay ; 

Nor am I bowed by countless time, 
Thou atom of a day ! 

44 1 loved to list when tree and tide 
Their gentle music made, 

And lightly on my sunny side 
To feel the plough and spade. 



earth's burdens. 



" I loved to hold my liquid way 
Through floods of living light ; 

To kiss the sun's bright hand by day. 
And count the stars by night. 

44 1 loved to hear the children's glee 

Around the cottage door, 
And peasant's song right merrily 

The glebe come ringing o'er. 

44 But man upon my back has rolled 

Such heavy loads of stone, 
I scarce can grow the harvest gold : 

Tis therefore that I groan. 

44 And where the evening dew sank mild 

Upon my quiet breast, 
I feel the tear of the houseless child 

Break burning on my rest. 
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" Oh ! where are all the hallowed sweets, 

The harmless joys I gave ? 
The pavements of your sordid streets 

Are stones o'er virtue's grave. 

" And thick and fast as autumn leaves 

My children drop away — 
A gathering of unripened sheaves 

By premature decay. 

" Gaunt misery holds the cottage door, 

And olden honour 's flown ; 
And slaves are slavish more and more : 

Tis therefore that I groan." 
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THE SEA. SHELL ON THE DESERT. 

Mournful murmurer, whence thy music, 
Singing chimes of distant seas ? 

Constant harper, bard in exile, 
Come, translate thy rhapsodies. 

" 'Mid the waters green I listed, 
Billows siug and oceans roar, 

And the flowing in the deepness, 
And the thunder on the shore. 

11 For in far back generations 

Here the tides majestic ran : 
Time s remorseless transmutations 

* 

Dried them to a burning span. 
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u And those boundless waters spumed me 
With their strong tempestuous hand ; 

Great, and huge, and wild, they cast me 
Into exile on the strand. 

" But the sea that bore me perished, 
With its million mighty waves ; 

Sleeps the music that it cherished 
Iu their lone and arid graves. 

" Mountains lofty shake their heather 
Where the depths of water flowed, 

And where coral paths were shining 
Winds the dry and dusty road. 

" Yet the memory of those oceans, 
And the grandeur of their tone, 

I, the bard, whom they rejected, 
Cherish and record alone." 
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THE TREES. 

A young tree from the Apenuine 

Was taken far away, 
And planted with the northern pine 

Beneath a colder day ; 
Far severed from its parent stem, 

That now deserted grew, 
A sun-created southern gem, 

A child of fire and dew. 
The quick years rang their starry chime, 

The seasons fleeting sped, 
The lone child graced its northern clime, 

The southern tree lay dead. 
But oft at eve the autumn wind 

The living branches plays, 
Fresh whispering from that sunny grave 

Its melancholy lays. 
Oh, how the green boughs wave and stir ! 

Oh, how the sere leaves fall ! 
Cease, cease, most mournful messenger ! 

Thus Time dissevers all. 
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THE LAST LIGHT. 

Ah I the sun, the sun is setting, 

And the rocks are rimmed with gold ; 
Darker yet the shades are getting 

In the whispering pine- wood old, 
And the fairy light is fleeting 

From the white sand on the shore, 
And the weary ebh is beating 

Faint retreat with muffled roar. 
Up the wreck the waves are leaping — 

Tiny, mocking, impish crew ! 
Children base their revel keeping 

O'er the foe their father slew ; 
And the foul things, darkly winging, 

Dart from forth the hidden cleft ; 
And of all the day was bringing, 

But the morrow's hope is left. 
Yet the spirit knows no fearing, 

Though its hour of joy hath been ; 
Light without is disappearing : 

Kindle up, thou light within ! 
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A sinner on the highway passed ; 
The sun lay burning on the blast, 
That sank beside him heavily, 
Like a wanderer worn as he. 
The dry dust rose and fell again, 
Like bitter thoughts in a fevered brain, 
That upward crowd, and whirl, and dart, 
Then sink all arid on the heart. 

He cast a frown at the burning sun : 
" Oh, would my wandering were done ! " 
He saw a porch beside him tower, 
Fresh with shade at noontide hour ; 
Awhile on the threshold he sat him to rest, 
And the porch, and the builder who built it, he 
blest. 
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Scarce had that blessing been breathed ere a change 
Came o'er his spirit, all wondrous and strange, 
And a voice was heard from the pile within, 
Like an angel-call to the child of sin. 

Was it lute, was it lyre, that with breath or with 
string 

Made music, like spirits in heaven that sing ? 

His brow it grew cool, his heart lightened the while, 

As slowly he turned through the porch to the pile. 

Blest is the spot, 'tis so shady and still, 

A shelter at noontide, a rest on the hill ! 

And he bent him in thought and in gratitude there — 

His thought was repentance, his gratitude prayer. 

In a cool spot of slumber he laid him to rest, 
He woke not again, but his slumber was blest. 
O ye who toil on o'er the wild desert way, 
The gate standeth open — go, enter and pray ! 
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THE FACTORY CHILD. 

The factory child went on its way 

All weary and repining : 
Oh ! brightly with the summer day 

Both heaven and earth were shining ; 
And it thought how sweet it were to play 
'Mid the flowers and corn and new-mown hay, 

And the bowery bushes twining. 
The town was hot with a furnace heat, 

And the sky was dark with smoke, 
But a wood wind came down the narrow street, 
And again it thought, " How sweet, how sweet 
Where the daisies grow, and the waters fleet 

From the mill-wheel's whirling stroke ! " 
But it heard its mother's voice behind 

Rebuking its sad delay, 
For the bell had ceased ; and sorrow blind, 
It thought how the laggard was punished and fined, 
Of the heavy task and the home unkind, 

And the hot, close, hungry day. 
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But the angel of death had touched the child, 

And she felt the longing for flight ; 
And the light of her eye became more wild. 

And the hue of her cheek more bright. 
And onward, and onward, through alley and. street. 

Unconscious and eager she trod, 
While her heart kept time to the fall of her feet. 

For 'twas flying from man to God. 
And soon the houses were waxing few, 

Clear shone the morning air, 
And the dust was slaked with a shower of dew. 
And a dwarfish tree with a fresher hue 

Was scattered here and there. 
And soon the space began to expand 

By the road on either side — 
At first in a track of garden-land, 
And then the corn-fields, green and grand. 

Were stretching far and wide. 
And the hills — the pleasant ai\d smiling hills — 

Rose up in a mighty line ; 
And the singing birds, and the singing rills. 
And the bees in the dazzling daffodils, 
And the breath that the depth of the woodland fills. 
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Made melody divine. 
At noon, through the breezy upland glade, 

She reached a far-seen height — 
Oh ! blest was the air that round it played, 
And the coppice waved and the corn-fields swayed — > 
Till the distant town like a spot was laid 

On the disc of their emerald light. 
And weary she sank in that green retreat 

On the fresh, cool, dewy sod, 
Till she heard through the hush of the noonday 
heat, 

Like the music of dreams in her slumber sweet, 
The fall of the passing angels' feet 

Who gather the flowers of God. 
They will miss her not in the factory town, 

Though vainly the bell shall ring ; 
They are busy treading such young hearts down : 

What to them is so small a thing ? 
And the pitiless mother shall think with a frown 

Of the earnings she used to bring ; 
But the angels of God have prepared her a crown 

At the throne of eternity's King. 

K 
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TOO SOON. 

'Mid the glories of youth's garden-land 
I gathered a garland of flowers, 

And bound them all in a band 

Of pleasure's and hope's golden hours. 

I gathered them fair and bright, 
And wore them a short sunny day ; 

Overpowered at length with delight, 
In oblivious slumber I lay. 

I awoke — and I clasped them again ; 

But ah ! all their beauty was o'er ; 
And I sought for a fresh wreath in vain : 

I could meet with those flowers no more. 
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Alas ! I had gathered them all 

Ere blest by their bright summer noon ; 
Nor could I their freshness recall : 

I had gathered my garland too soon. 

Ah ! had I but left them to bloom, 
Nor ravished them all without ruth, 

They had brightened the grass of my tomb, 
As they gladdened the path of my youth. 



132 



TOO LATE. 

0 ! rich was the wild parterre, 
And gay was the garden-land ; 

The hopes of my heart were there, 
Planted by youth's fond hand. 

1 tended them through long years, 
I gave them my golden past : 

Were they watered with precious tears 
To be killed by a frost at last ? 

Then why let the bright buds cling 
Till winter his spoil has won ? 

Take — take thy rose in the spring, 
For the autumn will leave thee none. 
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WHERE ? 



Where is Love ? 
0 ! rather name the spot 
Where Love is not : 
Below, above, 
In calm and storm, in wild and city mart — 
Wherever beats a human heart, 
There is Love ! 
Even where Hate's red woof is seen 
Love weaves a golden thread between. 
In the battle's bleeding mass? 
He lurks beneath the wet cuirass. 
Breathed with earliest breath — 
He dies not even in death. 
In the grave ? 
The ring he gave, 
The lock of hair — 
Love, Love is there ! 
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The mourner's thought dives down deep, deep, 
And the waking dream fathoms the dreamless sleep. 
No heart so withered, lost, and old, 
No thing so dull, and dead, and cold, 
But love compels in his boundless fold. 
He floats on the waves as they lean to the light 
Of the unseen moon in the darkest night ; 
He dwells in the bud of the wet, green leaf, 
He lurks in the seed of the long-dried sheaf ; 
He climbs into heaven, he dives into hell ; 
He sits on the thrones where the angels dwell ; 
He walks through the haunts of the souls that fell : 
For what can madden the anguished mind 
Like a glimpse of the heaven it left behind ? 
0 torture most exquisite — joy most divine ! 
Thine is earth — thine is heaven — all creation is 
thine ! 
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WHAT ? 

What is love ? It is the striving 

Of two spirits to be one ; 
Sweetness hungering after sweetness 
Want that thirsteth for completeness 
Planets twain decreed to be 
Each other's dear necessity, 
Each from each its light deriving, 

Till they melt into a sun. 
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TO HER. 

To love, and to love hopelessly, 

It is a bitter lot ! 
Not the idle love that parts, 
Light as it comes, from fireless hearts, 

Felt and remembered not ! 
But love so deep that it must be 
An agony or ecstasy. 

Not the poor cold feeling, child 

To sickly sentiment, 
Whose fitful course is swiftly run. 
But flame as wild 
As comet sent 
Athwart a burning firmament, 
Yet lasting as a sun. 

And could I fly away, away, 

O'er land and main, in search of rest, 

Were I more blest ? 

For day by day 



TO HER. 



I am constrained that form of heaven to see ; 
Hear the soft sigh 
Breathed low, but not for me. 
Ah ! and how could it be ? 

***** 

This — this is agony ! 

Yet could I fly away, away, 
Far as the bounds of night and day, 
Where mortal eye doth cease to see, 
Still would thine image present be ; 
Present — surpassing as thou art — 
As though I 'd eyes within my heart, 
To which earth's barriers are unknown, 
Born to gaze on thee, and gaze on thee alone. 

What torture like to this hath man e'er given ? 
A dying martyr, but who hopes no heaven ; 
No solace for my heart — no guerdon for my pain 
But ever doomed to love, and ever thus in vain. 
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Like yon star that bangs lone in the desert of space, 

An oasis of light 'mid the dark of its blue, 
With the clouds of the gloomy night near on its 
trace, 

And the glow of its brightness half dimmed by 
their hue ; 



Like yon lonely star, my beloved one ! I found thee, 

Shining alone 'mid the deserts of earth, 
While the cold and the vain threw a dark cloud 
around thee, 

And dimmed with its shadow the light of thy 
birth. 



But thou art all goodness, and pureness, and love ; 

Whatever the lineage by which thou art known, 
The Sire of thy heart and thy soul is above, 

And from Him I receive thee and make thee 
mine own. 
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MINE. 

She 's mine ! Down, earth, beneath 

Too heavy for my tread ! 
Sunshine, be my raiment ; 

Ether, be my bed ; 
Glory, be my banquet ; 

Music, be my wine ! 
Hear it, earth and heaven : 

She 's mine — mine — mine ! 



no 

VILLAGE COURTSHIP. 

Green Lyndale was merry at sweet eventide, 
When the rough sounds of labour grew mute, 

And nature lay decked like humanity's bride 
With her dowry of harvest and fruit ; 

When the soft shadows smoothed the harsh face of 
the earth, 

And the sunbeams danced o'er it like glances of mirth ; 
And the still dew arose like the ghost of a shower, 
And the nightingale chanted the prayer for the hour. 

The peasant, returning the greenland along, 
Translated the wisdom of toil into song ; 
His wife through the lattice trilled home-ditties sweet, 
And came down the passage the pat of small feet. 
But young eyes are watchful, and young hearts 
will roam : 

The house dog has given a short cheery bark, 
And the village maid knows that her sweetheart has 
come — 

As true as the dove, and as light as the lark. 
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Why tarries the lad where the white willows play 
At hide and at seek with the light of the day ? 
Why wanders the lass where the white willows' shade 
Is thrown like a veil o'er the modest-eyed maid ? 

They met by the hillside, they met by the dell, 
Whatever they said there was still more to tell, 
Till they met far too often, and loved far too well. 

There 's sorrow and sighing, 

And parents denying, 
And love that is wilful, and will have a way ; 

There 's meeting and flying, 

And secret allying, 
And husband and wife on some bright summer day. 

0 willows of Lyudale ! now blest be your shade, 
For there love is love, and not barter and trade ; 
There flowers still are cherished, and songs still are 
sung, 

And no hearts are old that have never been young. 



A 
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THE LORDS OF ITALY. 



L 

All in silence mounts the lava 
Through its veins of red-hot ore ; 

All in silence lightnings gather 

Round the mountain's glaciers hoar. 



Weight on weight, and all in silence, 
Swells the avalanche's snow, 

Till a scarce-heard whisper hurls it 
Crushing on the world below. 

Drop by drop, and all in silence, 
Up the mound the waters creep, 

Till away in night and darkness 

Down the o'erweighted barriers sweep. 

0 ! the hamlet slept securely ; 
But it woke not from its sleep. 



THE LORDS OF ITALY. 
II. 

Dream ye not, on flowers reposing, 
'Mid the grasses fresh and sweet, 

Of the hell beneath you raging, 
Rushing upward to your feet ? 

See ye not, through haze of summer, 
Thin and calm above ye spread, 

Yon red hand, that, high in heaven, 
Aims already at your head ? 

Hear ye not those sullen murmurs 
From the great volcano's breast, 

Like a heart within it beating, 
With an anger scarce repressed — 

Like thy fiery heart, Italia, 
Bursting from its slavish rest ? 

in. 

Silent as the snowflake sinking, 

Truth on truth keeps gathering strong, 

As the nations turn to thinking — 
Thinking of their right and wrong ; 
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Thoughts that make the bravo tremble, 
Thoughts that make the despot flee ; 

For the thinker may be fettered, 
But the thought itself goes free. 

Thus, 'mid long historic pauses, 
Times will come with great events, 

Like the deluge -tides returning 
On decaying continents, 

Sweeping worn-out wrongs before them, 
Wrecks, and wrongs, and discontents. 
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The war-steeds are trampling, the bayonets are bare, 
And the banners of battle are red in the air : 

Hurrah ! 

There flashes the flame, and there circles the smoke, 
And the army awakes at the loud cannon-stroke : 
M Now rise to your duty, and march man by man, 
And ruin, and slaughter, and crush all you can. 

Hurrah ! 
For this is the glory of war." 

There bends the long host in its scarlet array, 
Far stretching its deluge of glitter away : 

Hurrah ! 

The cuirass and helmet are flaring in light : 
By heaven ! but it is a magnificent sight, 
As battalion and squadron are moving amain 
To the battery's song and the brazen strain. 

Hurrah ! 
For this is the beauty of war. 

L 
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And opposite, sullen, and shadowy, and vast, 
Stand masterless, motionless multitudes massed : 

Hurrah ! 

One shudder there crept through that great living 
wedge, 

As the first flame hroke from the battery's edge ; 
Then all was steady and still as death, 
And million lungs drew one long breath. 

Hurrah ! 
For this is the moment of war. 

Anon you might note the long streaky lanes dart, 
Where the shot drove right through the multitude's 
heart: 

Hurrah ! 

And a sudden pit dug in that human floor, 
Where the shell dropped downward, and burst, and 
tore; 

And the shrieking here, and the booming there, 
With a hell on the earth and a hell in the air : 

Hurrah ! 
For this is the music of war. 
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They stood their ground for a time like men ; 
Where a rent was made it was closed up again : 

Hurrah ! 

But every moment more thick and fell 
Came the arrowy sleet of the shot and shell, 
And heads were turned backward, and cries grew 
loud, 

And they swept away like a great black cloud. 

Hurrah ! 
For this is the panic of war. 

Then at once all the thousand battalions enlarge, 
As that army pours down its magnificent charge : 

Hurrah! 

And the fugitives stand in their panic aghast, 
Like stubble mown down by the great kingly 
blast. 

Wild bursts the loud cheer — but destroyers, 
beware ! 

Here cometh that leader of leaders — Despair ! . 

Hurrah ! 
For this is the crisis of war. 
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And the people are turning and standing at bay- 
Behind ramparts of dead— a brave garrison they : 

Hurrah ! 

Now, courtier, your plumes should be wings in your 
need ! 

And, knight of St. George, give the spurs to your 
steed ! 

Your bright silken bravery scatters the plain, 
Like gossamers strewn by the round summer rain. 

Hurrah ! 
For this is the triumph of war. 

At the close of the day, when the tempest was laid, 
Great masses were moving about in the shade : 

Hurrah ! 

And broke o'er the field a broad deluge of light, 
And a thunder was thrown on the pause of the night : 
They clanged all their cannon, and prophets were 
they 

Of ages of peace beneath Liberty's sway. 

Hurrah ! 
For that was the ending of war. 
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NEW YEAR'S MORN. 

Morning flowed o'er the endless sea 

Like a march of spirits bright, 
Till the foam was turned to a silver smoke, 

And the wave to a waving light. 

And forth from the ball of the cloven sun 

The new year gaily came, 
A shining bark with sails of white, 

A swan of snowy flame. 

And ever as the strong ship passed 

Athwart that boundless main, 
It bore what was saved from the wreck of the last, 

To be wrecked in the tempest again. 

But time, he smiled 
Like a new-born child, 
Heart beguiled 
With roses wild, 
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And his hand he doth lay on the helm like a ray. 
And steers out to sea as he chants alway : 

u Passions ! ye warriors, the proud heart assaulting ; 
Thoughts! ye wild eagles, that ride the cloud's 
arc: 

Fears ! ye black shadows from hell upward vaulting ; 

Hopes ! ye sweet nightingales heard in the dark — 
Mount, millions ! mount on the new year's bark ! " 
And forth from air, earth, sky, and ocean, they came, 
Dewdrop and sunbeam, and shadow and flame. 

Then sang the waves with a trumpet tone, 

And danced to their own wild lay ; 
And the stars they shaded their golden eyes 

With the mist of the rising spray. 

The blushing clouds o'er the ether driven, 

Sailed on a sunlight tide ; 
And the morning wind gathered those roses of 
heaven, 

And scattered them near and wide. 
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I. — LEAVING HOME. 

It was a day of autumn weather, 
The sleeting mists clung low together, 
And heavy clouds of leaden hue 
Strangled the wolfish winds, that blew 
The sere leaves from the branches bare, 
And sent them on the shadowed air, 
Like tiny biers to bear away 
The summer fairies, dead as they. 

Alone across the world to roam, 
That day I left my early home ; 
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Long it had been darkening round me, 

Lonelier still my childhood grew ; 
Broke the fairy links that bound me, 

Dearer in becoming few. 
It was a solace to my mood 
When at the door the chariot stood, 
And that at least, with quickened breast, 
I could be stirring like the rest. 

How oft the mind, to musing prone, 
From nature takes a deeper tone, 
And passing nothings, frail and slight, 
Subdue a hero's heart of might : 
Last nightingales on springtide eves, 
Pale skies when summer's swallow leaves, 
First falling leaf, last fading flower, 
Small things that have a giant s power. 

Thus one slight scene, with touch subdued, 
Broke all my brazen strength of mood ; 
Fast as the mansion died away 
Behind the scud's upbillowing spray, 
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The woods, and, verging on the wood, 

The grand old trees, that singly stood 

Each in its own ancestral place, 

Like living scutcheons of our race : 

I passed a nook of sunny ground, 

By quiet woodland fenced around, 

Save where you saw, 'mid groupings dark, 

One turn of road divide the park, 

And distant villages, where ope 

Long vistas like a telescope. 

This, though remote, my childhoods care 

Had stocked with flowers of beauty rare, 

Yet simple things, of native birth, 

Like sunbeams rooted in the earth. 

There oft, when sunset's transient glows 

Cast phantom roses on the rose, 

O'er life's strange tissue fancy wrought 

The rich embroideries of thought 

As down the winding drive I hied, 
The gate swung negligently wide, 
And one by one the gathering wind 
Sent those pale ghosts of leaves behind. 
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The storms were busy with the flowers — 
My thoughts were with the stormless hours- 
Neglect could never speak more plainly, 
Regret could never sigh more vainly. 
The past my heart came rushing o'er, 
Strong waves upon a hardened shore, 
That as they beat but harden more. 
I well-nigh wept — deceiving pride 
The honest tear imperious dried. 
False wisdom, call it folly now, 
Chilled my vain heart, to smooth my brow : 
O triumphs of the ruthless years, 
I 'd give you all to weep those tears ! 



II. — THE EVENING'S JOURNEY. 

It cleared towards the afternoon ; 

The clouds in broken scud withdrew, 
Like squadrons routed in a fight, 
Before the north wind's lances light, 

And o'er them waved heaven's banner blue ; 
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While pale and tremulous the moon, 
Like a far trophy shining through, 
Or victory, dimmed by a regret, 
Above the suns declining, set. 

The rain-drops glittered on the grass, 

Each like a fairy's looking-glass ; 

The freshened breeze, with cutting edge, 

Mowed hissing through the river *s sedge, 

And ringing sharp, the horses' bound 

Struck brittle music from the ground ; 

Steamed from their gallant hearts the breath, 

Toil's incense at the shrine of death ; 

While o'er the clouded windows fast 

The peopled panoramas passed. 

'Mid clustering roofs, and tree-tops higher, 

Showed here and there the village spire, 

Up ambery skies obscurely driven, 

Like landmarks parting earth from heaven. 

Meanwhile the lines from hill to hill 

Across the plains were lengthening still. 
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Though on we travelled fast and free, 
Those shadows travelled fast as we, 
Till where the road an angle turned, 
And full in front the sunset burned, 
There lay a hamlet on a hill, 
Like some sweet painting, warm and still ; 
A calm lake nestled at its base, 
Flushed with the evening's golden grace, 
Like slumber on an infants face. 
There life with gentler pulses stirred, 
And lowest sounds of loving rest 
Heaved o'er the heathers breathing breast. 
The cawing rook — the lowing herd — 
The airy music that the bell 
Shook from its deep wind-haunted cell — 
The homeward carol, coarse and strong, 
By distance softened into song, 
Came melting through the mellow sky 
In melancholy melody. 

A fine old mansion on the height, 
Fretted with day's departing light 
To rich mosaic, grey and bright, 
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With vanes of gold, and forests old 
In belted blackness round it rolled, 
Telling the tales of times gone by, 
Preached down its great, still homily. 

Afar, a vast dank city lay, 

With dome of smoke and cone of light, 
All black by day and red by night, 
A reeking mass of steaming clay, 
Where furnace chimneys mock the spire, 
Churches rise high, but factories higher, 
And fetid throngs, with constant flow, 
Through narrow streets hard-thoughted go. 
And on the horizon, further still, 
What if you mount the castle hill, 
Far as you stretch the aching eye, 
A large wild tract you may descry. 
A mist hangs over it by day, 
A thick, cold mist of bluish grey ; 
But furnace flames at night arise, 
And there the dreary hell-land lies, 
Like some doomed worlds uneasy hearse, 
For on it broods wealth s withering curse. 
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It is a coal-field rich to till, 

By avarice unexhausted still, 

But all the wealth within its bound 

Sin holds like treasure under ground, 

Snake-guarded in a goblin tale. 

O ! who can look on that black vale, 

And think of faces pleasure dight, 

All clustering round the home hearths light, 

Like warm stars round a planet bright, 

And all the loving hopes that save 

Our- kind affections, gently dear, 
When Christmas consecrates the grave 

That is to hold the dying year — 
O ! who can think of these, and mark 
That spot where sunshine's self is dark ? 
E'en this one scene, so near the waste 
That avarice made, and vice disgraced, 
With all its tranquil beauties, told 

It might be — fairer not— more bright, 
And that the blight around it rolled 

Was faintly shadowed on its light ; 
For something of neglect was there, 
And something of too still an air ; 
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And thus amid its woods it clung 
Like some sweet poet-song half sung. 

As down the winding hills I swept, 
Where the road's every turning kept 
Fresh masks, but all of pleasing grace, 
To suit the scene's expressive face, 
And a small wood path wandering o'er, 
Seemed, half concealed, to lure the more, 
I bade the noisy chariot stay, 
And silent went the quiet way. 

The leafy trees closed thickly round, 
As though beneath their cover bound 
They veiled some secret newly found ; 
They swayed their slender, sunlit spires 
Like fibrous films of flitting fires, 
And all their leaves from crest to bole 
Trembled, as thrilling with a soul ; 
While whispers soft sank circling round, 
As unsubstantial ghosts of sound, 
That died afar on field and flood, 
And won this paradise of wood. 



100 



PERCY vkrk: 



Now Jike a sigh the swelling west 
Rose from the clouds on evening's breast, 
And fresh beneath his toning pace 
Awoke the music of the place : 
The solemn beech the pauses filled, 
The anthem through the linden thrilled, 
The rougher harping of the oak 
The gliding notes to quavers broke, 
And all the scattered drops, commingling, 
Poured on the fir's sharp needles tingling, 
Till 'mid the willow's mournful play 
The lengthened cadence died away, 
And o'er the fairies' moss cairns grey 
The brown pine tassels sounded knells 
In carillons of forest bells. 

The autumn day's long labours ending, 
The village folk were homeward wending. 
Well might ye tell their age and state 
By rapid walk or slouching gait, 
Firm tread and independent swing, 
Or poacher-like meandering ; 
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The delicate, mincing, tripping pace 

Of stocking white, and black cross-lace ; 

Or weaker, hesitating tread 

Of pale mechanic, city bred, 

Who started on a fieldward stroll 

Some moment when he felt a soul ; 

The sturdy yeoman, statue-footed. 

As though each step to earth were rooted ; 

Or the hired tiller of the sod, 

Who smote the ground on which he trod, 

That unto others luxuries gave — 

To him, life, toil, want, death, a grave. 



III. — THE PASTORS FIRESIDE. 

The meadow track, through windings wide, 

Had led me to a garden side. 

The path well trodden, hard and bare, 

Showed many had been welcomed there. 

A wicket gate, a hedge of green, 

A thatched roof, through thick branches seen ; 

M 
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Bright buds, as though the summer rain 
Had bathed them with the sunbow's stain ; 
And, bending o'er the borders gay, 
A Titian head all silvery grey, 
An old man rearing those frail flowers, 
Like Time, the hope of childish hours ; 
A laughing spirit at his side, 
All morning-faced and evening-eyed 
(For on her cheek morn's roses play, 
Sleeps in her eyes sweet evening's grey) — 
The weary world's young traveller greet, 
At that old pastor's calm retreat. 

Clung to his side his beauteous child, 

Like some sweet angel earth-beguiled ; 

Pure pleasure sparkled in her mien, 

And love lurked in those eyes serene, 

And pensive peeped their modest fringe between ; 

While varying hues of equal grace 

Threw lights of heaven across her face, 

And there in rapid changes wrought 

A rich romance of joyous thought. 
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A greeting calm, but kind and warm, 
A lull of heart, a nameless charm — 
These made me feel all home allied 
At that grey pastor's still fireside. 

The iron years, that furrowing flew, 
Dealt with the gentle gently too ; 
For still, as drive their shares along, 
They mould the mild, but tear the strong. 
And they had spared that pastor old, 
Whom time made calm, but turned not cold, 
And bent him o'er life's fading page, 
As 'twere with prayer, and not with age ; 
And, while they thinned the failing frame, 
Revealed the soul's immortal flame, 
Forth shining through its house of clay, 
As glory gilds our life's decay. 

Thus doth the long-maturing fruit 
Sun-ripened drop, though winds be mute, 
From no bleak bough untimely riven, 
But perfected by light from heaven. 
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In every feature plainly wrought 
The promptings of the holy thought ; 
And, when 'twas raised, his voice beguiled 
As music soothes a wayward child. 
He never spoke in angry tone, 
Screened others' faults, but not his own, 
Nor clashed in zeal — mistaken guide ! — ' 
With the hot arms of inward pride ; 
His wiser words, that mildly ran, 
Rebuked the sin, but spared the man ; 
Ne'er made of sanctity display, 
Thus over-gilding common clay ; 
But 'twas the under-feeling, welling 
From that pure heart where truth was 
dwelling, 

The look, the voice, the example given, 
That, suiting earth, thence suited heaven. 

Of all-day themes he kindly heard, 
And warned as with a casual word, 
Laughed with the gay, yet ne'er o erstepped 
The bounds by hallowed gladness kept ; 
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But when the Sunday bells aloft 

Poured forth their salutations soft, 

Then warmed his heart — his glance bespoke 

The inspiration that awoke. 

His — his was not the listless tone, 

Nor languid form, like preaching stone, 

The glowing prayer, but deadened eye, 

While lips say yes, but looks deny. 

Nor rhetoric s aid, nor priestcraft's art, 

Curbed the full ardours of his heart, 

But praying age and listening youth 

Felt the simplicity of truth ; 

And all, by no vain show deceived, 

Believed him, because he believed. 
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EEVOLUTION. 

BY FREILIGRATH. 

Und ob ihr sie, ein edel wild, mit euren henkers- 

knechten fingt, 
Und ob ihr unter'm festungswall standrechten die 

gefang'ne gingt ; 
Und ob sie langst der hiigel deckt, auf dessen griin 

urn 8 morgenrotn 
Die junge baurin kranze legt — doch sag* ieh euch : 

sie ist nicht todt ! 



And though ye caught your noble prey within your 

hangmen* sordid thrall, 
And though your captive was led forth beneath your 

city's rampart-wall ; 
And though the grass lies o'er her green, and, at 

the morning's early red, 
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The peasant-girl brings funeral wreaths— I tell you 
still, she is not dead. 

. s » 

And though from off the lofty brow ye cut the 



And though ye mated her amid the thieves and 

murderers' hideous throng ; 
And though ye gave her felon fare— bade felon garb 

her livery be ; 
And though ye set the oakum task— I tell you all, 

she still is free ! 

And though, compelled to banishment, you hunt her 

down through endless lands ; 
And though she seeks a foreign hearth, and silent 

'mid its ashes stands ; 
And though she bathes her wounded feet where 

foreign streams seek foreign seas, 
Yet — yet she never more will hang her harp on 

Babels willow trees. 
0 no ! she strikes its every string, and bids their 

loud defiance swell ; 
And as she mocked your scaffold erst, she mocks 

your banishment as well. 
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She sings a song that starts you up astounded from 
your slumbrous seats, 

Until your heart — your craven heart — your traitor 
heart — with terror beats. 

No song of plaint — no song of sighs for those who 
perished unsubdued, 

Nor yet a note of irony at wrongs fantastic in- 
terlude — 

The beggar s opera, that ye try to drag out through 

its lingering scenes, 
Though moth-eaten the purple be that decks your 

tinsel kings and queens. 

0 no ! the song those waters hear is not of sorrow 
nor dismay — 

'Tis triumph song — victorious song — the paean of 
the future's day. 

The future — distant now no more — her prophet- 
voice is sounding free, 

As well as once your Godhead spake : — I was, I am, 
and I will be. 

Will be, — and lead the nations on the last of all 
your hosts to meet ; 



Digitized by 



REVOLUTION. 



169 



And on your necks, your heads, your crowns, 111 

plant my strong, resistless feet. 
A liberator, judge, avenger, battle on my pathway 

hurled, 

I stretch forth my almighty arm, till it revivifies 
the world. 

Ye see me only in your cells ; ye see me only in 
the grave ; 

Ye see me only wandering lone beside the exile's 
sullen wave. 

Ye fools ! do I not also live where you have tried to 
pierce in vain ? 

Rests not a nook for me to dwell in every heart 
and every brain ? 

In every brow that boldly thinks, erect with man- 
hood's honest pride, 

Does not each bosom shelter me, that beats with 
honour's generous tide ? 

Not every workshop, brooding woe ; not every hut 
that harbours grief — 

Ha! am I not the breath of life, that pants and 
struggles for relief? 
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Kein offner hieb in offner schlacht — 

Es fallen die niicken und tiicken, 
Es fallt mich die schleichende niedertraeht 

Der schmutzigen West-Kalmucken ! 
Aus dem dunkel flog der todtende schaft, 

Aus dem hinterhalt fielen die streiche — 
Und so lieg ich nun da in meiner kraft, 

Eine stolze rebellenleiche ! 



No open blow in an open fight, 

But with quips and with quirks they arraign me, 
By creeping treachery's secret blight 

The western Calmucks have slain me. 
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The fatal shaft in the dark did fly, 

I was struck by an ambushed knave, 
And here in the pride of my strength I lie, 

Like the corse of a rebel brave. 

With a deathless scorn in my dying breath ; 

In my hand the sword still cherished ; 
Rebellion ! " still for my shout of death, 

In my manhood untainted I perished. 
O ! gladly, full gladly the Pruss and the Czar 

The grass from my grave would clear ; 
But Germany sends me, with Hungary far, 

Three salvos to honour my bier. 

And the tattered poor man takes his stand, 

On my head the cold sods heaving ; 
He showers them down with a diligent hand, 

Where the glory of toil is cleaving. 
And a garland of flowers and May he brought, 

On my burning wounds to cast ; 
His wife and his daughters the wreath had wrought, 

When the work of the day was past. 



A 
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Farewell, farewell, thou turbulent life ! 

Farewell to ye, armies engaging ! 
Farewell, cloud-canopied fields of strife, 

Where the greatness of war is raging ! 
Farewell, but not for ever farewell ! 

They can not kill the spirit, my brother ! 
In thunder 1 11 rise on the field where I fell, 

More boldly to fight out another. 

When the last of crowns like glass shall break 

On the scene our sorrows have haunted, 
And the peoples the last dread 44 Guilty " speak, 

By your side you shall find me undaunted. 
On Rhine or on Danube, in word and deed, 

You shall witness, true to his vow, 
On the wrecks of thrones, in the midst of the freed, 

The rebel who greets you now. 
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BY FERDINAND FEE I LI G RATH . 

Nun flackert durch die haide 

Der lagefeuer brand ; 
Nun blitzt die krumme schneide 

In des Magyaren hand ; 
Nun lasst er seine heerde, 
Nun schwingt er sich zu pferde, 

Nun lehnt er am verhau ; 
Und for dem eisensporn'gen 
Aufrauscht das lied der zorn'gen 

Donau, der haide-frau. 



Across the heath is streaming 
The bivouacs fire afar ; 

The crooked scythe is gleaming 
In the hands of the Magyar ; 



HUNGARY. 

Herd and homestead leaving, 
To the saddlebow he 's cleaving, 

Or bends o'er the fascine ; 
And, 'neath his iron riding, 
Thy stormy song is chiding, 

Danube ! thou heather-queen ! 

She shouts within her borders, 

She swells with rage and pride : 
" God speed ye, brown marauders, 

Hot Hungary's human tide ! 
Ye hunters and ye herders, 
Ye dauntless cymbal-girders ! 

Wild fifers ye ! who dare, 
The last for right uniting, 
Though tattered with long fighting, 

The flag of freedom bear ! 

11 Betrayed in every quarter, 
Betrayed and then maligned, 

Ye saved above the slaughter 
The standard of mankind ; 
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High o'er your chargers hounding, 
Blood-ice its folds surrounding, 

Ye shake the flag of fate. 
Thus, thus ye spread it o'er me— 
Thus, thus with victory's glory 

The year inaugurate. 

4i Behold, each western nation ! 

One people still can feel 
Rebellion's bold salvation 

In its gauntlet-grasp of steel. 
In far, dim eastern regions — 
Outpost of freedom's legions — 

The tides of battle swell, 
Whose waves, their reflux taking, 
And every fetter breaking, 

Shall make you free as well. 

41 Hear ye the bugle's clangour? 

Hear ye the courser's neigh ? 
See ye the red wave's anger ? 

'Tis Raab's great battle-day ! 
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Charge, charge, my riders fearless ! 
Charge, charge, my leader peerless ! " 

So sounds the Danube's lay ; 
So rolls she, hoarsely chiding, 
Through her deep-set channels gliding, 

To dull Stamboul away. 
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BREAD. 

BY PIRRRE DUPONT. 

When on the stream's deserted bank 

No busy mill shall fan the air, 
And, idling on the pasture dank, 

The lazy mules no burden bear — 
Then, as a wolf at noontide roams, 

While gathering tempests load the sky, 
Hunger shall break into men's homes, 
And deeply roll the rising cry : 

" Ye tyrants ! ye shall hush in vain 

A hungering people's clamour dread ; 
For nature bids us cry amain, 

* Bread ! bread ! we must — we will have 
bread ! ' " 

N 
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Grim hunger from the village comes — 

He enters through the city arch : 
Go meet him with your pikes and drums ! 

Repel him with your iron march ! 
Despite your cannon's hottest shower, 
He mocks you with his eagle flight, 
And on your rampart's highest tower 
His sable banner clouds the light. 
" Ye despots ! ye shall hush in vain 

A hungering peoples clamour dread ; 
For nature bids us cry amain, 

'Bread! bread! we must — we will have 
bread 

Array your hireling legions all, 

With equal pace, and arm, and boast — 
But from our rustic arsenal 

We too have armed grim hunger's host : 
From forth the sod we 've torn the spade, 

The sickle from the waiting corn ; 
Nay, e'en the soft breast of the maid 

Against the sword beats full and warm. 
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" Ye despots ! ye shall hush in vain 
A hungering people's clamour dread ; 

For nature bids us cry amain, 

4 Bread! bread! we must — we will have 
bread ! ' " 

Up ! swell the people's fearless flood, 

Whoever bears a scythe or pike ! 
Let thirsty tyrants threaten blood ; 

Let scaffolds rise, and axes strike ; 
But when the axe has flickered fast 
Above the gloomy circling crowd, 
And life's last throb of pride has passed, 
Our blood itself shall cry aloud, 
44 Ye despots ! ye shall hush in vain 

A hungering people's clamour dread ; 
For nature bids us cry amain, 

* Bread! bread! we must — we will have 
bread ! ' " 

Bread ! bread 's our right ! Bread ! bread s our need, 
Like air and water, — ours as yet ! 
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We are the ravens God must feed : 

He owed us bread — his mighty debt ! 
But lo ! he paid the debt he owed ; 

He gave the land to grow the corn, 
And suns have o'er his harvest glowed, 

For all that live of woman born. * 
" Ye despots ! ye shall hush in vain, 

A hungering people's clamour dread ; 
For nature bids us cry amain, 

'Bread! bread! we must — we will have 
bread ! 1 99 
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LOVE. 

BY SCHILLER. 

Laura mine ! the strong attraction name 
That form to form in lasting bands can bind ; 

Reveal the magic that with links of flame 
Unites to kindred mind the kindred mind. 

Behold ! it bids the planets ever wing 

Their course in orbs around the central sun, 

And thus, as children round their mother cling, 
In varied circles round their monarch run. 

Each star of heaven hath drunk a fiery draught 
From yonder suns beam-shower of golden rain, 

Fresh vigour from its burning cup hath quaffed, 
As win the limbs their impulse from the brain. 
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Commingling atoms with each other blend, 
In fondest harmony together thrown ; 

Love, Love unites the spheres where 'er they tend, 
And mighty systems last through Love alone. 

From Nature's wondrous power take Love's control, 

And one gigantic ruin shatters all ; 
Chaos in thunder through thy worlds shall roll. 

And future Newtons mourn their coming fall. 

Sweep Love's high godhead from the spirit's shrines, 
The fairest form becomes a soulless clod ; 

For without Love no spring returning shines, 
And without Love no being can worship God. 

What is it, Laura, in thy gentle kiss 

Pours all the crimson flame along my face, 

Bids the quick heart beat hot with endless bliss, 
And feverish tides in burning torrents race ? 

What makes each nerve its utmost limit claim, 
Drives o'er its bounds the wild rebellious blood ? 

0 ! frame commingling would unite with frame, 
Soul rush to soul in one tempestuous flood ! 
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Nav, not alone in nature's inert mass 

Love is the sovereign power to guide and move : 
Through feelings varied web pervading pass 

The spreading fibres of Almighty Love. 

Impassioned Sorrow sinks in Mirth's mad arms, 
Who steals on the excess of racking care, 

And Hope upon her loving bosom warms 
The stony heart of passionless Despair. 

Say— hath not ever pleasing Pain beguiled 
Pale Melancholy's dark and spectral night, 

Till o'er the tears of her lamenting wild 

Breaks from the brightened eye a sunnier light ? 

And reign not e'en through evil's empire fell, 
Dread sympathies, pervading near and far? 

All, all our vices mate themselves with hell, 
But with high heaven wage an eternal war. 

Shame and Repentance wind their serpent-rings, 
Like furies dire, around Sin's form of night, 

And Danger hangs on Greatness' eagle-wings, 
A traitor-bride, who clogs his heavenward flight. 
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Doth not dark Ruin aye consort with Pride, 

And Envy ever wait upon Success? 
And doth not Lust rush eager as a bride 

Deep in her hideous brother Death's caress ? 

Still with the wings of Love the Future hies 

Into the arm 8 of ages vanished by ; 
Still Saturn seeks his bride, who ever flies — 

Seeks his immortal bride, Eternity ! 

The day shall come — the oracle thus spake — 
And burning worlds shall light the nuptial bed — 

When Saturn doth his fleeting bride o'ertake, 
And when Eternity with Time shall wed. 

Then, Laura, then shall dawn a fairer light, 
E'en on our Love's pure untainted flower ; 

Long shall it last as Saturn's bridal night : 
Joy, Laura, joy, for that immortal hour ! 
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M Knight or page ! is there one who will brave 
The perils that lurk in Charybdis* wave ? 
A beker of gold in the eddies I throw- 
Already their sable jaws draw it below * 
Who brings back the beker to human eyes 
May claim it his own as a conquered prize." 

Both pages and knights gather silent around, 
Gazing aghast on the gulf profound. 
There standeth not one with a heart so bold 
To dive in the sea for the beker of gold. 
Then spake for the third time the monarch aloud 
" Is there none so brave of so great a crowd ?" 

Not a voice gave reply, and the king waited long, 
Till a page stood forth from the shrinking throng. 
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He cast his belt and his cloak aside, 
And stepped to the brink with a gentle pride ; 
And in wonder all gaze on that page young and 
fair, 

Who alone among all the high venture would dare. 

And lo ! from the cliff that hangs beetling o'er 
He heareth return, with a deafening roar, 
The waters the whirlpool had sucked down below, 
As it hurls them back with a deadly throe, 
And the blackening waves with a lashing surge, 
And a sound of far thunder in tempest emerge. 

The waters madden and boil and hiss, 
As though mixed with flame in the dark abyss ; 
The steaming spray mounts with heavenward rush, 
And flood presses flood in an endless gush ; 
Unexhausted, unflagging, they flow and sweep 
As the deep would give birth to another deep. 

But at length came a hush to their stormy might, 
And yawning black through the surges white 
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A hideous rent through the eddies fell, 
Bottomless, dark, as though leading to hell ; 
And the mystic gulf with its sheeted wave 
Closes in night o'er the swimmer brave. 

Silent it grew o'er the waters wide, 
In their depth alone muttered the hollow tide ; 
And the boding words whispered and mournfully fell, 
"Thou gallant young page, fare thee well, fare 

thee well ! " 
More hollow and hollow the murmur below, 
And the breathless crowds listen, awaiting in woe. 

" And shouldst thou thy crown in the whirlpool fling, 

Saying, * Who brings it back he shall wear it as king,' 

Though precious the gift to my longing eyes, 

I would not covet the mighty prize. 

What the howling seas in their depth conceal 

Is not given to mortal alive to reveal. 

" Seized by the eddy, how many a bark 
Has shot down swift in the whirlpool dark. 
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But a shattered wreck only of keel and mast 
From the limitless grave hath come back at last ! " 
Now louder and louder, as storms draw near, 
The rising waves smite on the listeners' ear ; 

And the waters madden and boil and hiss, 

As though mixed with flame in the inky abyss ; 

The steaming spray mounts with heavenward rush, 

And wave presses wave in an endless gush, 

As the blackening tides with a lashing surge, 

And a sound of far thunder, returning emerge. 

Behold ! from the lap of their sable flow 
Up rises a sudden spot, white as the snow — 
An arm and head, and struggling form, 
As the swimmer contends with the whelming 
storm. 

'Tis he ! and aloft in his left behold, 
Waved in glad signal, the beker of gold ! 

Deeply he breathed with a wild, joyous pain 
As he greeted the dear light of heaven again. 
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And gladly then circled the words of cheer : 
"The deep won him not! See, he lives — he is 
here ! 

From the caverns where waters eternally roll 
The brave one has rescued his living soul ! M 

He comes ! and around him, a welcome to bring, 
Closes the crowd, as he kneels to the king. 
The page gives the beker, and then at a sign 
'Tis filled to the brim with the ruby-like wine. 
The monarch's fair daughter with snowy hand gave 
The sparkling draught to the swimmer brave. 

" Long life to the king ! 0, how happy are they 
Who breathe in the light of the sweet rosy day ! 
But 'tis horrid below, in yon depths of the main. 
May man never tempt the immortals again, 
And never, 0 ! nevermore struggle to peer 
Into what they have covered with darkness and fear ! 

" I was hurried down, down with a lightning force, 
Till a counter stream rushed from its rocky source ; 
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Fierce flooding it rolled on my maddening flight, 
And dashed me away with a giantlike might, 
Whirling me round with a wild, giddy pain, 
While I strove to resist, but resisted in vain. 

M But God, now relenting, to whom I had prayed 
In my last dread peril, vouchsafed me his aid. 
A coral reef rose from the deep gulfs gloom, 
I clung to its point, and escaped from my 
doom ; 

And the beker hung in the selfsame place, 
Caught in its fall to the bottomless space. 

" For still unmeasured and dark below 
The waters sank in a purple flow ; 
Though sleep eternal there sealeth the ear, 
The eye gazed down with a glazing fear ; 
There snakes, salamanders, and sea dragons fell, 
Gather and crowd in those jaws of hell. 

" Blackly they gather, those loathsome things, 
One slimy group to the other clings ; 
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I saw them glide by the glimmer pale, 
Sword-fish and porpoise and shapeless whale ; 
And, gnashing its threatening teeth, I could mark 
The sea's hyena, the dreadful shark. 

" And the thought weighed me down in that endless 
space, 

I was far beyond aid from the human race — 
The only soul 'mid that spectre-like brood, 
Alone in the terrible solitude. 
The dear voice of man could not sound unto me 
'Mid those soulless things in the mournful sea. 

" Thus thinking, I saw far beneath me appear 
A hideous shape crawling stealthily near. 
Its hundred limbs moved with a quivering play ; 
I saw them collapse for a bound at their prey 
In my panic I fell 'mid the eddies once more ; 
They proved my salvation, they rushed to the shore." 

Then spake the monarch in wonderment deep : 
" Thine be the beker in guerdon to keep ; 
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And behold, this ring thou shalt claim as thine 
own, 

Decked as it is with the costliest stone, 

If thou dare once again thus to fathom for me 

The mystical depths of the turbulent sea." 

These words sank harsh on the spirit mild 
Of the stern monarch's gentle and beautiful child : 
" From trial repeated that gallant heart spare, 
For, father, he dared what none other would dare. 
Be that not enough thy wild wish to assuage, 
Then may the knights shame the venturous page." 

But the king grasps the beker, and far through the 
spray 

Of the eddying whirlpool he casts it away : 
" If thou give back yon beker with speed to my 
hand, 

I will make thee the first knight that lives in the 
land ; 

And with thee to-day as thy true love shall dwell 
The maid who petitioned so warmly and well." 
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That promise has wrought with a magical might ; 
Break from his eyes the keen flashes of light. 
The maiden blushed deeply, the maiden turned 
pale, 

The page saw her waver and falter and fail. 
His heart prompted wildly the guerdon to gain : 
Life and death on the venture, he dives in the 
main. 

Hark ! heard ye the breakers now loud with a roar 
Of heralding thunder return to the shore ? 
A loving form bends o'er the brink of the steep — 
They come — they come all, the wild waves of the 
deep ; 

They surge up, they surge down, in their eddies 
below ; 

But the swimmer returned not again with their 
flow. 
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BY UHLAND. 

Es stand in alten zeiten ein schloss so hoch und 
hehr ; 

Weit glantz es iiber die lander, bis an das blaue 
meer, 

Und rings von duft'gen garten ein bliithen-reicher 
kranz, 

Drin sprangen frische brunnen im regenbogen- 
glanz. 



In long-departed ages a mighty castle stood, 
Far o'er the broad lands gleaming to ocean's azure 
flood; 

Around it circled gardens like wreaths of blossoms 
bright, 

And freshly sparkling fountains cast their jets of 
rainbow light. 
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Within it dwelt a monarch, proud of victory and 
power, 

But on his throne he sat as pale and stern as mid- 
night hour ; 

For all his thoughts are terrors, his glances anger 
brood, 

His words are bitter scourges, and his decrees are 
blood. 

And whilom to this castle came two minstrels far 
of way, 

The one with locks of golden hue, the other silver 
grey; 

On gallant steed the man of years, and his the 

sounding lyre, 
Beside him strode a noble youth — the minstrel and 

his sire. 

And thus the aged father spake : " Arouse thee, 
poet- boy ! 

Now gather all thy strength of soug, of sorrow and 
of joy ; 

Recall our deepest minstrelsies, awake their fullest 
tone : 
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To-day it is our task to move the monarch's heart of 
stone." 

They stand within the pillared hall that glows with 

marbled sheen, 
And high upon a throne behold the monarch and his 

queen — 

The monarch in dread splendour, like the blood-hued 
northern light, 

The fair queen like a full moon in a mellow sum- 
mer night. 

The father swept the sounding strings — he swept 

with wondrous art, 
Till ever richer chords arose, deep thrilling round 

the heart ; 

Then heavenly clear forth streaming came the young 

bard's brighter tone, 
And swelled the old man's song between like chant 

of spirits lone . 
Of blessed golden ages past, of love and life's young 

spring, 

Of freedom, manly faith and truth, and holiness 
they sing. 
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They sing of all the fairest gifts to man's earth- 
spirit given — 

They sing of all the highest hopes that lift his heart 
to heaven. 

The courtiers, gathering round, forget their wonted 

jest and jeer, 
The king's wild warriors bend to God, o'ercome by 

solemn fear ; 

The queen lists long with beating heart ; then, lost 

in pleasing pain, 
She casts the rose that decks her breast unto the 

minstrels twain. 
" Ye have seduced my people : would ye lure my 

bride as well ? " 
The monarch's words of stifled wrath in boding 

thunder fell ; 

His falchion clove the poet's breast like lightning's 

sudden gleam, 
And whence song's golden tide had poured now 

welled life's purple stream. 
The listening throng dispersed as clouds before the 

tempest blast, 
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And in his aged father s arm the poet breathed his 
last. 

The old man casts his mantle round, and seats him 
on his horse, 

And leaves the gloomy castle-hall with the upright 
rider-corse ; 

But, pausing 'neath the lofty gate, once more the 
minstrel sire 

Upraises high with steady hand his never-rivalled 
lyre ; 

Upon a column's base he breaks that birthplace of 
sweet song, 

And lifts his voice until it rings the domes and 
vaults along : 

" Woe ! woe ! ye mighty towers ! no more your 
arches grey 

Shall hear the sound of melody, of minstrelsy, or 
lay; 

But timid steps of trembling slaves, and sigh, and 

shriek, and moan, 
Till Vengeance' spirit tread to dust your battlements 

of stone. 
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Woe ! woe ! ye blooming gardens all, with May's 

bright blossoms spread ; 
Behold, I turn upon ye now the dark eye of the dead. 
Beneath it ye shall perish too, your fountains ebb 

away, 

And desert silence reign instead in ruin and decay. 
Woe ! woe ! accursed murderer — the minstrel s 

scourge and bane ! 
For glory's blood-stained garland strive, but thou 

shalt strive in vain. 
Thy name be whelmed in endless night, forgotten 

and unknown, 
Exhaled on air, and borne away swift as thy dying 

groan ! " 

Thus called the minstrel sire aloud, and Heaven has 

heard his call ; 
The battlements are sunk in dust— a ruin are tower 

and hall ! 

One column stands erect alone, recording splendour 
past; 

But, rent already, it may fall to midnight's coming 
blast ; 
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And where the gardens bloomed is nought but arid 
desert-land ; 

No tree gives shade or shelter there — no spring 

wells through the sand. 
The tyrant-monarch's name, untold, lives not in tale 

or verse — 

Dead, buried, and forgotten ! — That is The Min 
8TREL8 Curse. 



THE END. 



VINCRMTU: HI«niD BY BCCU hA&i LAY* 



Digitized by Google 

\ 



W. KENT AND CO.'s CATALOGUE. 3 



Illustrated Works — Continued.'} 

Merry Pictures by Comic Hands; being a Collection 

of Humorous Designs by Phiz, Boyle, Leech, Meadows, Hine, 
etc., with Illustrative Text. Oblong folio, handsome cover by 
Crowquill, 12s. 

Milton's 1/ Allegro and II Penseroso : with upwards of 

Thirty Illustrations, drawn and etched by Birket Foster. The 
text printed in red. Super-royal 8vo, neatly bound, 21s. ; morocco, 
31s. 6d. 

" Altogether one of the handsomest and most beautiful books which has come . 

under our notice."— Morning, Post. 

1 

Longfellow's Poetical Works, Illustrated. New and* 

Enlarged Edition. Including " Evangeline," " Voices of the 
Night," "Seaside and Fireside," "The Golden Legend," and 
other Poems. "With One Hundred and Seventy Engravings on 
"Wood, from Designs by Birket Foster, J ane E. Hay, and John 
Gilbert. Crown 8vo, 21s. cloth ; 30s. morocco. 

M Evangeline," separatelv, 10s. 6d. cloth ; 16s. morocco. 
"Voices of the Night," ""Seaside," &c, 15s. cloth; 21s. morocco. 

r 

Longfellow's Golden Legend, Illustrated. A New 

and Revised Edition, with numerous Alterations and Notes by the 
Author. Illustrated by Birket Foster. Crown 8vo, 12s. cloth ; 
21s. morocco. 

Longfellow's Courtship of Miles Standish, and other 

Poems. Illustrated by John Absolon, Birket Foster, and 
If. S. Morgan. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. cloth gilt. 

" No reader can fail to perceive how natural and charming ia this Poem."— 
Examiner, 

%* For other Editions of Longfellow's Works see pages 9 and 10. 

Bunyan's Pttgrim's Progress. Profusely Illustrated by 
William Harvey ; with Memoir by the Rev. George Chebver, 
D.D. Third Edition, crown 8vo, 12s. cloth ; 18s. morocco ; large 
paper, 42s. cloth ; 60s. morocco. 

The Heroines of Shakspeare : Forty-five Portraits of his 
principal Female Characters. Engraved under the superintendence 
of Mr. Charles Hbath, from Drawings by the best Artists. Im- 
perial 8vo, handsomely bound in morocco, 42s. ; Coloured Plates, 
£3 13s. 6d. Proofs before letters, on largo paper, £5 5s., hand- 
somely bound. 



Paternoster Row, London.] 



Digitized byTJ^oogle 



4 



W. KENT AND CO.'s CATALOGUE. 



Illustrated Works — Continued.] 



Portraits of Ladies of Distinction at the Court of 



Her Majesty Queen Victoria. A Series of charming Portraits of 



eminent Artists. Proof impressions, impl. 4to, price £2 2s., hand- 
somely bound. 

Curiosities of Glass-making : A History of the Art, 

Ancient and Modern. By Apsley Pellatt, Esq. With Six 
beautifully coloured Plates of Antique Vases, &c. Small 4to, 
cloth, 12s. 

Museum of Painting and Sculpture : A Collection of 

the principal Pictures, Statues, and Bas-reliefs in the Public and 
Private Galleries of Europe. This work, which contains En- 
gravings of all the chief works in the Italian, German, Dutch, 
French, and English Schools, includes Twelve Hundred Plates, 
and is an indispensable vade-mecum to the Artist or Collector. In 
17 handsome volumes small 8vo, neatly bound, with gilt tops, 
£4 14s. Gd. 

The Bible Gallery : Eighteen Portraits of the Women 

mentioned in Scripture, Engraved from Original Drawings, with 
Letterpress Descriptions. Imperial 8vo, handsomely bound, 21s. ; 
with Plates beautifully coloured, 42s. 

The Women of the Bible. Eighteen Portraits (forming 
a Second Series of The Bible Gallery). Handsomely bound, 
21s. ; coloured, 42s. 

The Language of Flowers ; or, The Pilgrimage of Love. 

By Thomas Miller. With Eight beautifully coloured Plates. 
Second Edition, small 8vo, cloth, 6s. ; morocco, 7s. 6d. 

Milton's Poetical Works, Paradise Lost and Ecgained, 
Comus, Samson Agonistes, 1/ Allegro, &c. ; with Essay on Milton's 
Life and Writings, by James Montgomery. Illustrated with One 
Hundred and Twenty Engravings, by Thompson, Williams, Orrin 
Smith, &c, from Drawings by William Harvey. Two volumes, 
crown 8vo, 24s. cloth ; 34s. morocco. 

Cowper's Poems. With Life and Critical Remarks by 
the Rev. Thomas Dale ; and Seventy-five fine Engravings by 
J. Orrin Smith, from Drawings by John Gilbert. Two vols, 
crown 8vo, 24s. cloth; 34s. morocco. 

"The handsomest of the editions of Cowper."— Spectator. 




[86, Fleet Street, and 



Digitized by Googl 



W. KENT AND CO.'g CATALOGUE, 



5 



Illustrated Works — Continued. ] 

Thomson's Seasons and Castle of Indolence. With 

Life and Critical Remarks by Allan Cunningham ; and Forty- 
eight Illustrations by Samuel Williams. 12s. cloth ; 17s. 
morocco. 

Beattie and Collins's Poetical Works. With an Essay 

on their Lives and Writings ; and Illustrations, engraved by S. 
Williams, &c, from Drawings by John Absolon. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 12s. ; morocco, 17s. 

Sir Walter Scott's most Popular Works— 

Kit's Illustrated Editions. 

1. THE LAY OF THE LAST MINSTREL. 

2. THE LADY OF THE LAKE. 

8. MARMION : A TALE OF FLODDEN FIELD. 
4. ROKEBY. 

These elegant volumes are uniformly printed in fcp. 8vo, and Illus- 
trated with numerous Engravings on SteeL Price 7s. cloth ; 10s. 6d. 
morocco elegant. 



BIOGRAPHY, TRAVEL, ETC. 

♦ 

Men of the Time : or, Biographical Sketches of Emi- 
nent Living Characters— Authors, Architects, Artists, Composers, 
Capitalists, Dramatists, Divines, Discoverers, Engineers, Journal- 
ists, Men of Science, Ministers, Monarchs, Novelists, Painters, 
Philanthropists, Poets, Politicians, Savans, Sculptors, Statesmen, 
Travellers, Voyagers, Warriors. With Biographies of Celebrated 
Women. Greatly Enlarged Edition. With Several Hundred addi- 
tional Memoirs, small 8vo, 12s. 6d. cloth. 

» 

The Life and Remains of Douglas Jerrold. By his 

Son, Blanchard Jerrold. Containing, also, a quantity of Inter- 
esting Correspondence with some of the principal Literary Men of 
the day. With a Portrait on Steel. Crown 8vo, 12s., cloth. 

" Here we have Jerrold at Home, and a more beautiful and winning portrait of 
a man of letters does not, we think, exist."— Athenaum. 



Paternoster Row, London.] 



Digitized by Google 



6 



W. KENT AND CO.'S CATALOGUE. 



Biography, etc. — Continued.] 

The Heroes Of England; or, England's Warriors by 
Sea and Land. Being Stories of the Lives of the most celebrated 
Soldiers and Sailors from Edward the Black Prince to the present 
time; with Illustrations by John Gilbert, and a Portrait on Steel 
of General Havelock. Fcp. 8vo, 6s., cloth. 

Prince Charlie, the Young Chevalier. By M. Johnes, 

Author of " A Boy's Book of Modern Travel and Adventure," etc. 
Illustrated with Eight Engravings from drawings by M. S. Morgan. 
Fcap, 8vo, price 5s., cloth gilt. 

A Boy's Book of Modern Travel and Adventure. By 

M. Johnes, Author of " Children's Bible Picture- Book," « His- 
torical Tales," etc. Illustrated with Eight Engravings from draw- 
ings by William Harvey. Fcap. 8vo, Moth gilt, 5s. 

Relics Of Genius: Visits to the Last Homes of Poets, 

Painters, and Players: with Biographical Sketches. By T. P. 

Grinsted. With Illustrations. Square l6mo, 6a., cloth gilt. 

" The fondness for literary gossip is one of the most marked characteristics of 
our times, and to those who would indulge in it we can hardly recommend a plea- 
santcr companion than Mr." Grinsted." — Morning Herald, 

The Crusades and the Crusaders ; or, Stories of the 

Struggle for the Holy Sepulchre. By J. G. Edgar. Illustrated 
with Cuts by Julian Portch. Fcap. 8vo, 5s., cloth. 

The Wars Of the Roses ; or, Stories of the Struggles 
between York and Lancaster. By J. G. Edgar. Beautifully 
Illustrated. Fcap. 8vo, 5s., cloth. 

" These tales somewhat remind us, in their easy and picturesque style, of Sir 
Walter Scott's celebrated and fascinating performance. It is the very book to put 
into the hands of a manly boy." — Critic. 

The Boyhood of Great Men as an Example to Youth, 

By John G. Edgar. With Cuts by B. Foster. Fifth Edition, 
3s. 6d. cloth ; 4s. gilt edges. 

" It would have been a matter of regret to see such a book badly executed. 
That regret we are spared, for this little volume is simply and well done. The 
biographies are numerous and brief, but not too short to be amusing ; and as 
thousands of boys thirst for greatness, which is acquired by ones and tens, there 
wul be thousands glad to read a book like this." — Ez<iminer. 

Footprints of Famous Men ; or, Biography for Boys. 
By J. G. Edgar, Cuts by Foster. Fourth Edition, 3s. 6d. cloth ; 
4s. gilt edges. 



44 A very useful and agreeable volume. It is useful, as biography is always an 
important ally to history ; and it is useful, because it gives another blow to the 
waning idea, that any eminence has ever been attained without severe labour.*' — 



[86, 



Digitized by Google 



7 



Biography, etc. — Continued.'] 

Boy Princes ; or, Scions of Royalty Cut off in Youth. 

By John G. Edgar. With Illustrations by George Thomas. 
Second Edition. Fcp. 8vo, 5s. cloth. 

History for Boys ; or, Annals of the Nations of Modern 
Europe. By John G. Edgar. With Eight Illustrations. Fcp. 
8vo, 5s. cloth. 

Southey's Life of Nelson, Illustrated with numerous 

Engravings on Wood, from designs by Duncan, Birket Foster, 
Richard Westall, &c. Crown 8vo, 6s. cloth ; morocco, 10s. 6d. 

The Boat and the Caravan : A Family Tour in Egypt 

and Syria. With Engravings on Steel from Original Drawings. 
Fourth Edition. Fcp. 8vo, cloth, 5s.; morocco, 8s. 6d. 

A Ramble through Normandy ; or, Scenes, Characters, 

and Incidents in a Sketching Excursion through Calvados. By 
George M. Musgrave, M.A. Post 8vo, with numerous Illustra- 
tions, 103. 6d. cloth. 

The Wonders of Travel ; containing Choice Extracts 
from the best Books of Travel. Fcp. 8vo, Plates, 3s. 6d. 

Curiosities of Modern Travel. Being Year-Books of 

Adventure. 4 vols., fcp., 14s. cloth. 

Romance of Modern Travel. 3 vols. f fcp., 10s. 6d. 

cloth. 



ARCHITECTURAL WORKS. 

RAPHAEL AND J. ARTHUR BRANDON. 

An Analysis of Gothick Architecture, illustrated by 

a Series of upwards of Seven Hundred Examples of Doorways, 
Windows, &c. ; accompanied with Remarks on the several Details 
of an Ecclesiastical Edifice. By R. and J. A. Brandon, Architects. 
Two large volumes, royal 4to, £5 5s. 

The Open Timber Roofs of the Middle Ages, illus- 
trated by Perspective and Working Drawings of some of the best 
varieties of Church Roofs ; with Descriptive Letterpress. By R. 
and J. A. Brandon. Royal 4to, uniform with the above, £3 3s. 
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Architectural Works — Continued.! 

Parish Churches; being Perspective Yiews of English 
"Ecclesiastical Structures ; accompanied by Plans drawn to a Uni- 
form Scale, and Letterpress Descriptions. By It. and J. A. Bran- 
don, Architects. Two volumes large 8vo, containing 160 Plates, 
£2 2s. 



Winkles's English Cathedrals. Architectural and 
Picturesque Illustrations op the Cathedral Churches of 
England and Wales. New Edition, with the Manchester I 
Cathedral. 186 Plates, beautifully engraved by B. Winkles ; 
with Historical and Descriptive Accounts of the various Cathedrals. 
In three handsome volumes, imperial 8vo, cloth, £2 8s. 

Glossary of Architecture. Explanation of the Terms 
used in Grecian, Roman, Italian, and Gothic Architecture, exem- 

?lified by many Hundred Woodcuts. Fifth Edition, mucB enlarged, 
liree volumes, 8vo, 48s. 

Introduction to Gothic Architecture. By the Editor 

of the " Glossary ; " with numerous Illustrations, 4s. 6d. cloth. 

Domestic Architecture. Illustrations of the Ancient Do- 
mestic Architecture of England, from the Xlth to the XVIIth 
Century. Arranged by John Britton, F.S.A. With an Histori- 
cal and Descriptive Essay. Fcp. 8vo, 5s. cloth. 

Gothic Architecture. Details of Gothic Architecture, 
Measured and Drawn from Existing Examples, by Jakes K. Col- 
lino. 2 vols., medium 4to, £5 5s. 

Gothic Ornaments, Drawn from Existing Authorities, by 
James K. Colling. 2 vols., £7 10s. 

i 

Principles of Gothic Ecclesiastical Architecture. By 

Matthew H. Bloxam. With an Explanation of Architectural 
Terms, collected from Building Contracts and other sources, prior to 
the Reformation. Tenth Edition, greatly enlarged, and Illustrated 
•with 300 Woodcuts. Beautifully printed in small 8vo, 7a. 6d. cloth. 
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POETRY. 

♦ 

Longfellow's Poetical Works. New and Complete Edi- 
tion, including 4< Miles Standish." With a fine Portrait, and other 
Engravings. Fcp., 6s. cloth ; 10s. 6d. morocco. 

The Courtship of Miles Standish, and other Poems. 

New Edition, fcap., 5s., cloth gilt ; cheap Edition, with Illustra- 
tions, Is., boards. 

The Song of Hiawatha. By H. V. Longfellow. New 
Edition, with the Author's latest Corrections. "With Illustrations. 
Cheap Protective Edition, fcp., 2s. 6d., cloth gilt ; 2s. sewed. 

The Golden Legend. By H. W. Longfellow. 2nd 
Edition. Fcp., 5s. cloth. Cheap Edition. Is. 6d. cloth ; Is. sewed. 

Poe's (Edgar Allan) Poetical Works. With a Notice 

of his Life and Genius by Jameb Hannay, Esq. Printed on super- 
fine toned paper, and beautifully Illustrated by "Wchnert, Godwin, 
Harrison Weir, and Anelay. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, 5s. 

Goldsmith's (Oliver) Poetical Works. With a Notice 

of his Life and Genius by E. F. Blanchard, Esq. Printed on su- 
perfine toned paper, and Illustrated by John Absolon, Birket 
Foster, James Godwin, and Harrison Weir. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
gilt edges, 5s. 

Poems. By Alexander Smith. Fifth Edition. Fcp. 

8vo, cloth, 5s. 

Sonnets On the War. By Alexander Smith, and by 
the Author op "Balder." Is. sewed. 

Griselda, and other Poems. By Edwin Arnold. Fcp., 

6s. cloth. 

Robert Burns ; A Centenary Song, and other Lyrics. By 
Gerald Massey. 4to, 3s. sewed. 

The Ballad of Babe Christabel, and other Lyrical 

Poems. By Gerald Massey. Fifth Edition, 5s. cloth. 
Craigcrook Castle : A Poem. By Gerald Massey. 

Second Edition, Revised, fcp., 5s. cloth. 

Rev, Thomas Dale's Poetical Works. Including "The 

Widow of Nain," " The Daughter of Jairus," &c. New and En- 
larged Edition, fcp. 8vo, 7s. cloth, morocco elegant, 14s. 

Poems. By Edward Capern, Rural Postman of Bide- 

ford, Devon. Third Edition, with Additions, fcp., 5s. cloth. 
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Poetry — Continued. ] 

Ballads and Poems. By Edwaed Capern, author of 

"Poems." Fcp. 5s. cloth. 

NEW POEM BY ERNEST JONES. 

Corayda : A Tale of Faith and Chivalry. By Erttest 
Jonb?, Esq., Barrister- at-Law. Dedicated, by permission, to the 
Right Hon. Sir E. B. Lytton, Bart., M.P. Fcp. doth, 3s. 6d. 

Egeria ; or, The Spirit of Xature. By Charles Mackay, 
LL.D. Fcp. 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

Town Lyrics. By Charles Mackay. Crown 8vo, sewed, Is. 

Lorrin, and other Poems. By G. T. Coster. Fcp. 

8vo, 3s. cloth. 

Poems. By Eldred. Fcp. 8vo, 3s. Gd. cloth. 

The Gitana, and other Poems. Fcp. 8vo ; 5s., cloth. 



FICTION AND AMUSEMENT. 

♦ 

The Stolen Voyage. By Miss Frances Brown, Author 

of "The Ericksons," etc. Illustrated in Tints by C. Dickes' process. 
Imperial 16mo, cloth, lettered, 3s. 6d. 

Our Uncle the Traveller's Stories. By Miss Frances 

Brown, Author of "The Ericksons," containing "Our Uncle's 
Story * and " The Stolen Voyage." Illustrated in Tints by C. 
Dickes' process. Imperial 16ino, cloth lettered, 5s. 

Old Faces in New Masks ; a Series of Literary, Scientific, 

and numourous Essays. : By R. Blakey, Ph.D., Author of the 
"History of the Philosophy of Mind," with an Illustration. 
8vo, 7s. 6d. cloth. 

Longfellow's Prose Works. " Hyperion," " Kavanagh," 
and " Outre-Mer." Fcp. 8vo. Uniform with Longfellow's Poeti- 
cal Works. With numerous Engravings. 6s. cloth ; 10s. 6d.morocco. 

The Traditions Of London; Historical and Legendary. 
By Waters, author of " Recollections of a Police Officer." Crown 
8to, 5s. cloth. Cheap edition, Is. 6d. boards. 

Parlour Magic; A Mannal of Amusing Experiments, 
Transmutations, Sleights and Subtleties, Legerdemain, &c. New- 
Edition, revised and enlarged, with the addition of several Tricks 
from the performances of Iloudin, Robin, &c. 4s. 6d. cloth. 
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Fiction — Continued.] 

Acting Charades; or, Deeds not Words. A Christmas 
Game to make a long evening short By the Brothers Mayhew. 
Illustrated with many hundred "Woodcuts. 5s. cloth. 

A Cracker Bon-Bon for Christmas Parties : A Collec- 
tion of Humorous Dramas, Poems, and Sketches. By R. B. Bbouoh. 
Profusely Illustrated by Hine. Cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Round (James for all Parties. A Collection of the 

, greatest Variety of Family Amusements for the Fireside or Pic- 
nic — Games of Action — Games of Memory — Catch Games — Games 
requiring the Exercise of Fancy, Intelligence, and Imagination — 
Directions for Crying Forfeits, &c. Second Edition. 5s. cloth gilt. 

Shadows. Second Series. Thirty-Two Amusing En- 
gravings. By 0. II. Bennett. Ornamental Wrapper, 2s. 6d. ; 
coloured, 4s. 6d. 

44 Where's Shadow ? Here, Sir. Shadow ! "STuikspeare. 
44 The notion that has seized Mr. Bennett's fancy is an odd one, and he has 
worked it out with great humour. A comic figure makes a shadow really more 
comic than itself, and it excites an amount of agreeable curiosity and gratification 
on seeing the one figure, to imagine how the artist will contrive to make it reflect 
another." — Morning Chronicle. 

Grimm's Household Stories. All the most Popular 

Fairy Tales and Legends of Germany, collected by the Brothers 
Grimm. Newly Translated, and Illustrated with Two Hundred 
and Forty Engravings, by Edward H. Wehnert. Complete in 
One Volume, crow r n 8vo, 7s. 6d. cloth. 

Adventures of Robinson Crusoe, complete.* Eeprinted 

from the Original Edition, with Illustrations by Stothard. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 

The Young Lady's Oracle ; or, Fortune-telling Book. A 
Fireside Amusement, with Plate, Is. cloth. 



USEFUL WORKS 

ONE SHILLING EACII, NEATLY BOUND. 



Etiquette for the 

Forty -first Edition. 

Etiquette for Gentlemen. 



Handbook of Pencil Drawing 

(Plates). 

A Shilling's Worth of Sense. 



Thirty-fifth Edition. rjrj^ ^wOLer Boofc . ZQQ p tuleg 



Etiquette of Courtship and 

Matrimony, with a complete Guide to 
the Forms of a Wedding. 

Language of Flowers, with 



illuminated Covcrs.and coloured Fron 
Apiece. 1 an < 1 FiRnres. 



for Telling the Weather. 

The Ball Room Preceptor 

and Polka Guide. 

Ball Boom Polka, with Music 



Patebnoster Kow, London.] 



Digitized by Google 



■ — — 

22 



W. KENT AND CO.'s CATALOGUE. 



SCIENTIFIC WORKS, ETC. 



Lectures on the Great Exhibition, and its Kesults on the 

Arte and Manufactures. Delivered before the Society of Arte, by 
some of the most Eminent Men of the day. In Two Series, price 
7s. 6d. each, neatly bound in cloth. 

Suggestions in Design ; including Original Compositions 
in all Styles, with Descriptive Notes for the use of Artists and 
Art Workmen, containing nearly 600 Hints for Workers in Metal, 
Wood, Ivory, Glass, and Leather, the Potter, Weaver, Printer in 
Colours, Engraver, Decorator, &c. By Luxe Limner. 4to, 16s. 
cloth. 

Year-Book of Facts in Science and Art ; exhibiting 

the most important Discoveries and Improvements of the Year, and 
a Literary and Scientific Obituary. By John Timbs, F.S.A., 
Editor of " The Arcana of Science." Fcp. 8vo, 5s. cloth. ' 

*** This work is published annually, and contains a complete and 
condensed view of the progress of discovery during the year, syste- 
matically arranged, with Engravings illustrative of novelties in the Arts 
and Sciences, &c. The volumes, from its commencement in 1839, may 
still be had, 5s. each. 

" This book does for us what we have not done for ourselves— it stores up 
every useful bit of information to be found in the records of learned societies or 
announced through scientific and news journals."— Globe* 

" Ably and honestly compiled."— Athenaeum, 



The Literary and Scientific Register and Almanack 

for 1860 ; with an ample Collection of Useful Statistical and Mis- 
cellaneous Tables. Dedicated, by special permission, to H.ft.H. 
the Prince Consort. By J. W. G. Gutch, M.R.C.S.L., F.L.S., late 
Foreign Service Queen's Messenger. Price 3s. 6d\ roan tuck. 

" As perfect a compendium of useful knowledge in connection with Literature, 
Science, and tbc Arts, as it is necessary everybody sbould have acquaintance with. 
It is, in short, a little volume which will save the trouble of hunting through many 
books of more pretension, and supply off-hand what, without it, would require 
much time and trouble."— Time*. 
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DICTIONARIES. 



g 



Webster's Quarto Dictionary, unabridged ; containin 

all the "Words in the English Language, with their Etymologies and 
Derivations. By Noah Webster, LL.D. Revised by Professor 
Goodrich. With Pronouncing Vocabularies of Scripture, Classical, 
and Geographical Names. New Edition, carefully printed in a 
large 4to volume, 31s. 6d. cloth; 42s. calf. 

* * * The only complete icorh. All the octavo editions are Abridgments. 

"All young persons should hare a standard Dictionary at their elbow; and 
while you are about it, get the best : that Dictionary is Noah Webster's, the great 
work unabridged. If you are too poor, save the amount from off your back, to 
put it into your head." 1 ' 

"We can hare no hesitation in giving it as our opinion, that this is the most 
elaborate and successful undertaking of the kind which has ever appeared."— 
Times. 

" The veteran Webster's work is the best and most useful Dictionary of the 
English Language ever published. Every page attests the learning and talent, 
the sound judgment and nice discrimination, the great industry, profound re- 
search, and surprising perseverance of the author. It is a very manifest improve- 
ment on Todd's Johnson, and contains many thousand more words than that or 
any other English Dictionary hitherto published." — Examiner. 

Webster's Smaller Dictionary. Condensed and adapted 
to English Orthography and Usage from various sources. By 
Charles Bobson, crown 8vo, 5s. embossed. 

Webster's Pocket Dictionary. 32mo, 3s. 6d. 
Miniature French Dictionary, in French and English, 

English and French : comprising all the words in general use. 
The remarkably comprehensive nature and compact size of this 
little Dictionary admirably fit it for the student and tourist. Neatly 
bound in roan, 4s. ; morocco, gilt edges, os. 6d. 
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comic worn 



GEORGE CRUIKSHANK'S WORKS, 

My Sketch-Book; containing more than Two Hundred 
laughable Sketches. By George Cruikshank. In Nine Numbers. 
2s. 6d. plain ; 3s. 6d. coloured. 

Scraps and Sketches. . In Four Parts, each 8s. plain ; 
12s. coloured. 

Illustrations of Time. 2s. 6d. plain ; 5s. coloured. 

Illustrations of Phrenology. 8s. plain; 1 2s. coloured. 

The Bottle. In Eight Large Plates, Is., and on large 

paper 2s. 6d. ; or printed in tints, 6s. 

The Drunkard's Children. A Sequel to The Bottle. 

Eight large Plates, Is. ; printed in tints, 6s. 

* # * These two works may be had stitched up with Dr. Charles 
Mackay's illustrative Poem, price 3s. The Poem separate, Is. 

The Comic Alphabet. Twenty-six Humorous Designs. 
In case, 2s. 6d. plain j 4s. coloured. 

The Loving Ballad of Lord Bateman. With Twelve 

Humorous Plates. Cloth, 2s. 

The Bachelor's Own Book : Being Twenty-four Passages 
in the Life of Mr. Lambkin in the Pursuit of Pleasure and Amuse- 
ment. 5s. sewed ; coloured, 8s. 6d. 

The Comic Almanack, from its commencement in 1835 
to 1853. Illustrated with numerous large Plates by George 
Cruiksuank, and many hundred amusing Cuts. 

%* Any of the separate Years (except that for 1835) may be had 
at Is. 3d. each. 
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Comic Works — Continued,] 

Comic Adventures of Obadiah Oldbuck: Wherein 

are duly set forth the Crosses, Chagrins, Changes, and Calamities 
by which his Courtship was attended ; showing, also, the Issue of 
his Suit, and his Espousal to his Ladye-loye. Large 8yo, with 
Eighty-four Plates, 7s. cloth. 

The History of Mr. Ogleby : Showing how, by the 

Polish of his Manners, the Brilliancy of his Repartees, ami the 
Elegance of his Attitudes, he attained Distinction in the Fashion- 
able World. 150 Designs, 6s. cloth. 

Shadows. Second Series. Thirty-two Amusing En- 
gravings. By C. H. Bennett. Ornamental Wrapper, 2s. 6d. ; 
coloured, 4s. 6d. 

" Where's Shadow ? Here, Sir. Shadow ! "Shakspeare. 

" The notion that has seized Mr. Bennett's fancy is an odd one, and he has 
worked it out with great humour. A comic figure makes a shadow really more 
comic than itself, and it excites an amount of agreeable curiosity and gratification 
on seeing the one figure, to imagine how the artist will contrive to mako it reflect 
another." — Morning Chronicle. 

The Fables of iEsop and others. Translated into 

Human Nature, with 25 Humorous Illustrations by Charles H. 
Bennett, author of "Shadows." Demy 4to, ornamental boards, 
Gs. plain ; 10s. 6d. coloured. 

"This will be a popular book. Mr. Bennett's first renture, the grotesquely- 
treated " Shadows," was a decided hit, and he seems to have the knack ox com- 
bining comicality and fancy in such proportions as shall be appetizing and digestible 
for the public."— Spectator. 

The Sandboys' Adventures; or, London in 1851, during 

the Great Exhibition. By Henry Mathew and George Cruik- 
s hank. 8vo, cloth, 8s. 6d. 

Shadow and Substance. By K. B. Bbotjgh. With 

Thirty Illustrations by C. H. Bennett. Demy 8?o, 10s. 6d., cloth, 
or 16s. coloured. 
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NEW BOOKS FOR OLD AND YOUNG. 

BY JOHN TIMBS, F.S.A. 

Stories of Inventors and Discoverers in Science and 

the Useful Arts. With Illustrations, 5s. 

Schooldays of Eminent Men. With Sketches of the 

Progress of Education, and Memoirs of the School and College Days of the 
mqst Eminent Persons in British History. With Illustrations, 5s. 

Curiosities of Science; Past and Present. Contents — 

Physical Phenomena— Sound and Light— Astronomy— Geology and Paleon- 
tology—Meteorological Phenomena — Physical Geography of the Sea — Phe- 
nomena of Heat— Magnetism and Electricity— The Electric Telegraph. With 
Frontispiece and Vignette. 3s. 6d. 

Popular Errors Explained and Illustrated. An 

entirely New Edition. With Frontispiece and Vignette. 3s. 6d. 

Curiosities of History ; with New Lights. "With Fron- 
tispiece and Vignette. 3s. 6d. 

•* A cabinet volume, well stored, well arranged, pleasant to read, useful to 
consult ; containing a multitude of historical elucidations, neatly stated, and 
judiciously grouped." — Leader. 

Things Not Generally Known Familiarly Explained, j 
With Frontispiece and Vignette. First Series, 3s. 6d. 

"Any one who reads and remembers Mr. Tirabs's encyclopaedic varieties 
should ever after be a good tea-table talker, an excellent companion for children, 
a well read person, and a proficient lecturer; for Mr. Timbs has stored up in this 
little volume more knowledge than is to be found in 100 books that might be 
n amed. "— A t henteum . 

Things Not Generally Known Familiarly Explained. 

With Frontispiece and Vignette. Second Series, 3s. 6d. 

Contents. — Old English Manners, Ceremonies, and Customs ; Meals and 
Housewifery; Herbs and Fruit. Punch and Judy, Old Plays, Pageants, and 
Music. Laws, Legal Customs, Privileges, and Dignities. Money, Weights, and 
Measures. Home Proverbs, Sayings, and Phrases. Phenomena of Life and Death. 
Funeral Ceremonies. A Chapter of Weather-Wisdom. Pictures, and the Care 
of them. Domestic Science, &c. 

Curiosities Of London ; with nearly Fifty Tears' Per- 
sonal Recollections. With a Portrait of the Author from a Paint- 
ing by T. J. Gullick. Price 14s. 

"A wonderful little Dictionary of London is this volume by Mr. Timbs. 
We heartily commend this volume."— Examiner, 

Painting Popularly Explained, with Historic Notices of 

the Progress of the Art. By Thomas John Gullick, Painter, and 
John Timbs, F.S.A. In small 8vo, 6s. 



[86, Fleet Street, and 



Digitized by Google 



W. KENT AND CO.'s CATALOGUE. 



17 



JUVENILE WORKS. 

♦ 

CAPTAIN REID'S BOOKS OF ADVENTURE FOR BOYS. 
The Boy Tar; or, a Voyage in the Dark. By Captain 

Mayne Reid, Author of 44 The Young Yagers/' 44 The Bush 
Boys," &c. With Twelve Illustrations by Charles S. Keene. 
Fcp., 7s , cloth. 

The Young Yagers; a Narrative of Hunting Adven- 
tures in Southern Africa. Second Edition, with Twelve Illustra- 
tions by William Harvey. Fcp., 7s. cloth. 

The Bush Boys ; or, the History and Adventures of a 
Cape Farmer and his Family in the Wild Karoos of Southern Africa. 
Second Edition, with Twelve Illustrations. Fcp., 7s. cloth.; 

The Desert Home ; or, English Family Robinson. With 
numerous Illustrations by W. Harvey. Sixth Edition, cloth, 7s. ; 
with coloured plates, 9s. 

The Boy Hunters ; or, Adventures in Search of a White 
Buffalo. With numerous Plates by Harvey. Fifth Edition, cloth, 
7 s. ; coloured, 9s, 

The Young Voyageurs; or, Adventures in the Fur 

Countries of the Far North. Plates by Harvey. Second Edition, 
cloth, 7s.; with coloured plates, 9s. 

The Forest Exiles ; or, Perils of a Peruvian Family amid 
the Wilds of the Amazon. With Twelve Plates. Third Edition, 
7s. cloth ; with coloured plates, 9s. 

The Plant Hunters ; or, Adventures among the Himalaya 
Mountains. Plates by Harvey. Cloth, 7s. 

Ran Away to Sea: An Autobiography for Boys. 
With Twelve Illustrations. Cloth, 7s. 

4 " As a writer of books for boys, commend us above all men living to Captain 
Mayne Reid ! Wherever his new book goes this new year, there will be abundant 
delight for hours of reading, and plenty to talk of by the evening fire. Toils and 
adventures, dangers, darings and sufferings are narrated in the most vivid manner 
— thoroughly fascinating the mind of the reader, and retaining it in fixed and 
eager attention till a crisis of some kind is reached." — Nonconformist, 
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Ju vex ilk Works — Continued."] 

MR. H. MAYHEW'S BOOKS OF SCIENCE FOR BOYS. 

The Wonders Of Science; or, Young Humphry Davy 
(the Cornish Apothecary's Boy, who taught himself Natural Phi- 
losophy, and eventually became President of the Royal Society). 
The Life of a Wonderful Boy, written for Boys. By Henry May- 
hew, Author of " The Peasant- Boy Philosopher," &c. With Illus- 
trations by John Gilbert. Second Edition. Fcp., 6s. cloth. 

11 A better hero for a boy's book Mr. Mayhew could not have found, and no 
writer would have treated the story more successfully than he has done. We have 
long been in want of a* young people's author,' and we seem to have the right man 
in the right place in the person of Mr. Mayhew." — Athenceum. 

The Story of the Peasant-Boy Philosopher ; or, " A 

Child gathering Pebbles on the Sea-shore." Founded on the Life 
of Ferguson the Shepherd-boy Astronomer, and showing how a 
Poor Lad made himself acquainted with the Principles of Natural 
Science. By Henry Mayhew, Author of " London Labour and 
the London Poor." With Eight Illustrations by John Gilbert, 
and numerous Drawings printed in the text. Third Edition, 6a. 
cloth. 

M Told with the grace and feeling of Goldsmith, and by one who has that know- 
ledge of science which Goldsmith lacked. It is as if Brewster and poor ' Goldy * 
had combined to produce this instructive and beautifully-told tale."— Era, 



MR. J. G. EDGAR'S BOOKS FOR BOYS. 

The* Crusades and the Crusaders ; or, Stories of the 

Struggle for the Holy Sepulchre. By J. G. Edgar. With Eight 
Illustrations by Julian Portch. Fcp., 5s., cloth. 

The Wars of the Roses ; or, Stories of the Struggles 
between York and Lancaster By J. G. Edgar. With Six beauti- 
ful Illustrations. Fcap., 5a. cloth. 

The Boyhood of Great Men as an Example to Youth. 
By J. G. Edgar. With Cuts by B. Foster. Fifth Edition, 
3s. 6d. cloth ; with gUt edges, 4 s. 

Footprints Of Famous Men; or, Biography for Boys. 
By J. G. Edgar. Cuts by Foster. Fourth Edition, 3s. 6d. cloth ; 
4s. gilt edges. 

Boy Princes. By John G. Edgar. With Illustrations 
by Georgb Thomas. Second Edition. Fcp. 8vo, 5s. cloth. 
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Juvenile Works — Continued.'] 

History for Boys; or, Annals of the Nations of Modern 
Europe. By J. G. Edgar. Fcp. 8vo, with Illustrations by George 
Thomas, 5s. cloth gilt. 



The Heroes of England; or, England's Warriors by 
Sea and Land. Being Stories of the Lives of the most celebrated 
Soldiers and Sailors from Edward the Black Prince to the present 
time. With Illustrations by John Gilbert, and Portrait on Steel 
of Havelock. Fcp. 8vo, 6s., cloth. 

Prince Charlie, the Young Chevalier. By M. Johnes. 

Author of " A Boy's Book of Modern Travel," &e. With Eight 
Illustrations by M. S. Morgan. Fcp. 8vo, 5s., cloth, 

A Boy's Book of Modern Travel and Adventure. 

By M. Johnes Author of " Children's Bible Picture Book," " His- 
torical Tales," &c. Illustrated with Eight Engravings from Draw- 
ings by William Harvey. Fcp. 8vo, os., cloth gilt. 

The Home Lesson-Book. Illnstrated with nearly 300 

.ungravings. Containing— " The Home Primer," "The Home 
Natural History," and " The Home Grammar,' in 1 vol. Hand- 
somely bound in cloth gilt, gilt edges, fcp., 3s. plain, 6s. 6d. coloured. 

The Home Story-Book. Beautifully Illustrated. Con- 
taining " The Well Bred Doll," " The Discontented Chickens," 
and " The History of Little Jane." In 1 vol., handsomely bound in 
cloth, gilt edges, fcp., 33. plain, 5s. 6d. coloured. 

The Boy's Own Book: A complete Encyclopaedia of aU 
the Diversions — Athletic, Scientific, and Recreative-^ x)f Boyhood 
and Youth. With several hundred Woodcuts. New Edition, 
greatly enlarged and improved. Handsomely bound, 8s. 6d.; morocco, 
14s. 

The Little Boy's Own Book, an Abridgment of " The 

Boy's own Book" for Little Boys. 3s. Gd. neatly bound. 

Grimm's Household Stories. All the most Popular 

Fairy Tales and Legends of Germany, collected by the Brothers 
Grimm. Newly Translated, and Illustrated with Two Hundred 
and Forty Engravings by Edward H. Wehnert. Complete in 
One Volume, crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. cloth ; with gilt edges, 8s. 6d. 

The Bival Kings ; or, Overbearing. By the Author of 

u Mia and Charlie," &c. With Illustrations by Williams. Fcp., 
4s. 6d. cloth. 
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Juvenile Works — Continued.} 

Mia and Charlie ; or, a Week's Holiday at Kydale Rec- 
tory. With Eight Engravings by B. Foster. Fcp., 4s. 6d. cloth. I 

Sidney Grey : A Tale of School Life. By the Author of 
" Mia and Charlie." With Engravings, fcp., 6s. cloth. 

The Heroes of Asgard and the Giants of Jotunheim ; 

or, Christmas Week with the Old Storytellers. By the Author of 
"Mia and Charlie." With Illustrations by C. Doyle. Fcp. 
cloth, 5s. 

Southey's Life of Nelson. Finely-illustrated Edition, 
with Engravings from Drawings by Duncan, B. Foster, and 
others, partly printed in the text, and part in tints on separate pages. 
Small 8vo, 6s. neatly bound, and morocco, 10s. 6d. 

Memorable Women ; the Story of their Lives. By Mrs. 
Newton Crosland. Illustrated by B. Foster. Fcp. 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

The Boat and the Caravan: A Family Tour in Egypt 

and Syria. With Engravings on Steel from Original Drawings. 
Fourth Edition. Fcp. 8vo, cloth, 5s.; morocco, 8s. 6d. 

The Young Student. By Madame Guizot. With En- 
gravings. Fcp., 3s. 6d. cloth. 

Adventures of Robinson Crusoe, complete. Reprinted 

from the Original Edition, with Illustrations by Stothard. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 

The Whaleman's Adventures in the Southern Ocean. 

By the Rev. Henry T. Cheever. Edited by the Rev. W. 
Scoresby, D.D. Fcp. 8vo, 4s. 6d. 

Parlour Magic. Kew Edition, revised and enlarged, 
with the addition of several Tricks from the Performances of Messrs. 
Houdin, Robin, &c. 4s. 6d. cloth. 

The Young Islanders ; a Tale of the Seaward-House 
Boys. By Jefferys Taylor. Tinted plates, fcp., 3s. 6d. cloth. 

Child's First Lesson Book. Many Cuts, square cloth, 

3s. 6d. ; coloured Plates, 6s. 
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J it vz nile Works — Continued.'} 

Bingley's Tales about Birds; illustrative of their 

Nature, Habits, and Instinct. Plates, 3s. cloth. 

Bingley's Tales about Travellers; their Perils, Ad- 
ventures, and Discoveries. Plates, 3s. cloth. 

Bingley's Tales of Shipwreck, and other Disasters at 
Sea. Plates, 3s. cloth. 

Bingley's Stories ; illustrative of the Instinct of Animals, 
their Characters and Habits. Plates, 3s. cloth. 

Bingley's Stories about Dogs; illustrative of their 

Instinct, Sagacity, and Fidelity, with Plates by Thomas Landseer. 
3s. cloth. 

Bingley 's Stories about Horses ; illustrative of their 

Intelligence, Sagacity, and Docility. Plates, 3s. cloth. 

Bingley's Bible Quadrupeds; the [Natural History of 

the Animals mentioned in Scripture. Plates, 3s. cloth. 

Original Poems for My Children. Bj Thomas Miller. 

Profusely Illustrated, 2s. 6d. cloth. 

George Cniikshank's Fairy Library. Edited and 

Illustrated by George Cruikshank. 1. Hop o' my Thumb, Is. 
2. Jack and the Bean Stalk, Is. 3. Cinderella, or the Glass 
Slipper, Is. 



Harry's Ladder to Learning. 

Picture Books for Children. Price 
6d. each, plain ; Is. coloured :— 

H miry's Horn Book. 
Harry's Picture Book. 
Harry's Country Walks. 
Harry's Nursery Songs. 
Harry's Simple Stories. 
Harry's Nursery Tales. 

Ot the Six bound in one volume, 3s. Gd. 
cloth ; or with coloured plates, 6s. 

Bertie's Indestructible Trea- 
sury. Printed on Calico, and Illus- 
trated with 100 Pictures. Square 
16mo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 



Little Mary's Books for Chil- 

dren. Price 6d. each, profusely 
Illustrated 

Primer; Spelling Book; Rkadino 
Book; History of England; Scrip- 
ture Lessons ; First Book op Poetry; 
Second Book of Poetry ; Babes in the 
Wood; Picture Riddles; Littlk 
Mary and her Doll; Natural His- 
tory. 

Little Mary's Treasury, being 

Eight of the above bound in one 
Tolume, cloth, 5s. 

Little Mary's Lesson Book; 

containing 44 Primer," 44 Spelling," 
and 44 Heading," in One Volume. 
Cloth, gilt, 2s. 6d. 
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Juvenile Works— -Continued.] 

Comical Story Books, with Coloured Plates. Is. each. 



1. Thk Wkaski.8 of Holmwood. 

2. Thk Wondkrful Hark Hunt. 

3. Story of Beynakd the Fox. 



4. Lady Chaffinch's 

5. Aldkrman Gobble 

6. A Comical Fight. 



HOME BOOKS. 

In Cloth, One Shilling each, Coloured, 2i. 64. 



Home Lesson Books. 

Thk Homb Primer, nearly 200 Cuts. 
Thk Homb Natural History, Cuts. 
The Home Grammar, Cuts. 

Or, in One Vol., gilt edges, plain 3s., 
coloured, 5s. Cd. 



INDESTRUCTIBLE BOOKS. 



Indestructible Lesson Books, 



price la. each. 

1. Alphabet. 

2. PltlMBR. 

3. Spelling. 



4. Expositor. 

5. Reading 

Book. 



The Indestructible Lesson 

Book; being the above five iu One 
Volume, with 125 pictures, price 5s. 



Home Story Books. 

Thk Well-bred Doll, Cuts. 
The Discontektkd Chickens, Cuts. 
Thk History of Little Jane akb 
hkr Nkw Book, Cuts. 

Or, in One Vol. , gilt edges, plain 3s„ 
coloured 53. 6d. 



INDESTRUCTIBLE PLEA- 
SURE BOOKS, 

One Shilling each, Coloured, 

1. BO-PEEP. 

2. MOTHER GOOSE. 

3. HOUSE THAT JACK BUILT. 

4. WEDDING OF COCK ROBIN. 

5. DEATH OF COCK ROBIN. 

6. MOTHER HUBBARD. 

7. CAT AND MOUSE. 
6. JENNY WREN. 

9. OLD WOMAN AND HER PIG. 
10. LITTLE MAN AND MAID. 



MANUALS OF INSTRUCTION AND AMUSEMENT. 

One Shilling each, neatly Printed and Illustrated. 



1. Manual of Flower Garden- 
ing for Ladies. By J. B. Whitinq, 
Practical Gardener. Second Edition. 

2. Manual of Chess. By 

Charles Kenny. 

3. Manual of Music. By C. 

W. Man by. 

4. Manual of Domestic Eco- 
nomy. By John Timbs. 



5. Manual of Cage Birds. By 

a Practical Bird Keeper. 

6. Manual of Oil Painting, 

with a Glossary of Terms of Art. 

7. Manual for Butterfly Col- 

lectors. By Abel Ingpkn. Plates. 

8. Manual of Fainting in 

Water Colours. 
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PEACTICAL WORKS ON DRAWING, 



BY J. D. HARDING. 

Lessons on Art ; or, the Use of the Chalk and Lead- 
pencil Advocated and Explained, etc. 2nd Edit, imp. 8vo, cloth, 15*. 

The Guide and Companion to "Lessons on Art." 

Imp. 8vo, cloth, 12s. 6d. 

Lessons on Trees. Polio, cloth, 15s. 
Elementary Art. Imp. 4to, 25s. cloth. 

Early Drawing Book : Elementary Lessons. Six Num- 
bers, Is. 6d. ; or in cloth, 10s. 6d. 



BY MONS. JULIEN. 

Studies of Heads. Lithographed by T. Faiblaio). Six 

Numbers, 2s. each ; or cloth, 14s. 

The Human Figure : A Series of Progressive Studies. 
With Instructions. Six Numbers, 2s. each ; or cloth, 14s. 

BY CEORCE CH1LDS, 

Drawing Book Of Objects: Nearly 500 Subjects for 
young Pupils and Drawing-classes in Sehools. Six Numbers, Is. 
each ; cloth, 7s. Gd. 

Drawing Book of Figures: Sketches from Life at 

Home and Abroad. Several hundred Figures. Six Numbers, Is. ; 
or bound, 7s. 6d. 

English Landscape Scenery: Sketches from Nature 

for finished Copies. Six Numbers, Is. each ; cloth, 7s. 6d. 

Little Sketch Book: Easy Studies in Landscapes, 
Figures, etc. Improved Edition. Fourteen Numbers, 6d. ; or two 
vols., cloth, 4s. each. 

Phillips's Etchings of Familiar Life. Three Num- 
bers, Is. 6d. 

SutclifFe's Drawing Book of Horses. Six Numbers, 

Is. ; cloth, 7s. 6d. 

Worsley's Little Drawing Book of Landscapes, etc. 

Fourteen Numbers, 6d. ; or 2 vols, cloth, 4s. each. 
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MISCELLANEOUS WORKS. 

♦ — 

The Bible Collectors ; or Principles in Practice. By 
L. N. R., Author of "The Book and Its Story." Fifth Thousand, 
revised and enlarged, 18mo, cloth, Is. 

Williams's Symbolical Euclid, chiefly from the Text of 

Dr. Simson. Adapted to the use of Students, hy the Rev. J. M. 
Williams, of Queen's College, Cambridge. New Edition, 6s. 6d. 
cloth ; 7s. roan. An 8vo Edition may also be had, 7s. cloth. 
This edition is in use at n;any of the Public Schools. 

King's Interest Tables, on Sums from One to Ten 

Thousand Pounds. Enlarged and improved, with several useful 
Additions. By Josevh King, of Liverpool. In one large vol. 
8vo, 21s. 

Health for the Million and Manual for the Toilette, with 

Hints on the Physical Training of Children, and the Treatment of 
Invalids and Old Age ; also the Means of Averting the Noxious 
Agents in general use in the principal Arts and Trades. By Wit. 
Jones, F.S.A., Author of " How to Make Home Happy." Fcp., 
cloth, 4s. 6d. 

HOW to Make Home Happy ; or, Hints and Cautions 
for All. With Five Hundred Odds and Ends worth remembering. 
By William Jones, F.S.A. Small 8vo, 4s. 6d. cloth. 

Panoramic View of Palestine, or the Holy Land, before 

the Destruction of Jerusalem, depicting the sites of the various 
localities mentioned in Scripture. With References. In a folding 
cloth case. Plain, 2s. 6d. ; coloured, 3s. 6d. On sheet, plain, 
Is. 6d. ; coloured, 2s. 6d. 



TILT'S CABINET LIBRARY EDITIONS. 

1. Dr. Johnson's Lives of the English Poets. 

2. BosweLTs Life of Johnson. 

3. Oliver Goldsmith's Works. 

4. Hervey's Meditations and Contemplations. 

%• These Worts are clearly and beautifully printed by Whittingham ; each 
comprised in a handsome fcp. 8vo volume. Their elegance and cheapness render 
them very suitable for Presents, School Prizes, or Travelling Companions. 
Price 6s. each, neatly half-bound in morocco ; or, 9s. calf extra. 

" Tilt's Edition" must be specified in ordering the above. 
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Miscellaneous Works — Continued. "J 

Proverbs of All Nations, Compared, Explained, and 
Illustrated. By Walter K. Kelly, formerly Editor of the "Fo- 
reign Quarterly Review." Fcap. 8vo, price 3s. 6d. cloth. 

" The genius, wit, and spirit of a nation are discovered in its proverbs."— 
Lord Bacon. 

The Book and its Story; a Narrative for the Young. 

By L. N. R., dedicated to the British and Foreign Bible Society, 
with an Introductory Preface by the Rev. T. Phillips, Jubilee 
Secretary. Eleventh Edition, on fine paper, with a new Plate, M The 
First Reading of the Bible in Old St. Paul's," engraved expressly 
for this edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, price 4s. 

The Book and its Story. Twelfth and People's Edition. 

Seventy-second Thousand. Price 2s. in paper boards or limp cloth ; 
2s. 6d. cloth boards ; ditto, gilt edges, 3s. ; handsomely bound in 
morocco, 8s. 

The Book and its Story, in the French Language, 

having been issued by the Soctete des Livres Religeux & Toulouse, 
the Publishers of the English Edition have imported a quantity for 
the use of Schools, and Students of the French Language. Price 4s. 

The Book and its Story, in the German Language ; 

with a Preface by Dr. F. W. Krummaciier. Price 4s. cloth. 

" This is an entire translation of that noble Entflif h work, of which Dr. Osterlac, 
of Basle, had already given us an abstract. No one would suspect from the simple 
headings of this attractive and popular volume, that they are the doors to such 
treasure-houses of instruction aud edification." — German Secieio. 

The Book and its Missions, Past and Present. 

A Monthly Magazine, of which three volumes are already pub- 
lished ; containing not only a survey of the progress of the Bible 
among Heathen nations, but France, Brittany, Spain, Italy, and 
Sardinia also pass under review. The particulars of the Female 
Bible Missions, which are now beginning to excite general inte- 
rest, and which are being carried on in St. Giles's, among the dust- 
heaps at Paddington, in Westminster, Spitalfields, Clerkenwell, etc., 
are at present only to be found in these volumes. Demy 8vo, cloth, 
3s., gilt edges, 3s. 6d. each. Vol. IV. will be published December 
1. Continued in Monthly Parts, at 3d. 

The History of the Painters of all Nations. By 

M. Charles Blanc, late M Directeur des Beaux Arte" of France. 
The Illustrations executed under the artistic direction of M. 
Armengaud, of Paris. In one handsome volume, half-roan, royal 
4to, price 30s. 

*** Only a few copies of this splendid work remain in print. 
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Miscellaneous Works Continued, 1 ] 

Memoirs of the Queens of Prussia. By Emma Wilxsheb. 

Atkinson. This work especially includeg the period between 
1701, the date of Frederic the First's assumption of the title of 
King, and the present time, and is intended to describe the lives, 
and as much as can be ascertained of the private history of the six 
Princesses who bore the titles of Queens of Prussia during that 
period. Demy 8vo, price 10s. 6d. cloth. 

St, Leonard ; or, The Missionary : A Yision. The scene 

of the Poem is laid in India in the days of Akbar ; the hero suffers 
death at an auto dafe at Goa. Price 3s. 6d., 12mo, cloth. 

The Ladies' Drawing -room Sock J Containing upwards 

of Thirty magnificent Engravings, with Sixty-four Pages of appro- 
priate Text. Also, 104 Pages of full Directions for working in 
Crochet, Point Lace, Embroidery, &c. ; with Explanatory Engrav- 
ings, consisting of nearly 100 Patterns in every department of 
Ladies' Work. Price 10s. 6d., elegant cloth, gilt edges. 

This beautiful work will never be reprinted, and but a very 
few copies remain in print 

Daniel Webster's Great Orations and Senatorial 

Speeches ; comprising his Eulogies on Adams and Jefferson ; Ora- 
tions on the First Settlement of New England ; on the Bunker-Hill 
Monument ; and his Reply to Hayne on the Sale of Public Lands, 
&c. With a beautifully-engraved Portrait of Mr. Webster. Price 
2s., in handsome cloth boards. 

MISS KENNEDY'S NEW NOVEL. 

Slireds and Patches; or, Pathos and Bathos. A Tale 
of Fashionable Life. By Jane Kennedy. Crown 8vo, handsome 
cloth, 3s. 6d. 

" The work is admirably written, and being pervaded by a healthy and improv- 
ing tone, it may safely be placed in the hands of the young of both sexes." — 
Morning Pott. 

The Balance Of Beauty; or, The Lost Image Re- 
stored. By Jane Kennedy, Author of " Sketches of Character,** 
"Julian," "Young Maids and Old Maids," "Things New and 
Old," &c. Price 3s. 6d., neatly bound in cloth. 

M Miss Kennedy may take it for granted that those who judge purely upon the 
merits of her literary performances, and with thorough impartiality, will do her 
the justice to inform the public that her last tale shows abundant proofs of clever- 
ness, a shrewd appreciation of character, and an earnest disposition to be useful ■ 
for the promotion of sound learning and accurate religious training. We have 
come to this conclusion after a careful perusal of * The Balance of Beauty, ' and 
Lave much pleasure in recording such an opinion of its merits." — Weekly 
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Miscellaneous Works — Continued*^ 

The Wit and Opinions of Douglas Jerrold. a 

Collection of the Bright Thoughts, Pungent Sarcasms, and Words 
of "Wisdom uttered by this celebrated man. Edited by his Son. 
Small 8vo, price 2s. 6d. 

Recollections of a Detective Police Officer. Second 

Series. By Waters. Being a Collection of Incidents of the same 
thrilling interest as those contained in the First Series. Price Is. 6d. 

Lionel Fitzgibbon and his Parrot. Illustrated. By 

the Author of "The Balance of Beauty," &c. A nice Present 
for Boys and Girls. Price 3s. 6d., cloth gilt. 

The Angler's Complete Guide to the Elvers and Lakes 

of England. By Robert Blakey, Ph.D. New and Revised 
Edition, fcap., with an Illustration by Birket Foster, and an Illus- 
trated Wrapper. Price 2s., boards. 

The Life of Alexis Soyer. By his Two Secretaries. 
Containing a number of Receipts never before published ; a com- 
plete system of Vegetarian Dietary ; a proposition for a College of 
Domestic Servants, etc, Price 2s., ornamental boards. 

" To read the book ia to learn that the life of a cook may not be without high 
aspirations and entertaining incidents." — Morning Pott. 

" The unpublished receipts and odds and ends of gastronomy are worth the 
money charged for the whole affair." — Momiiig Herald. 

Hints for the Table ; or, the Economy of Good Living, • 
with a few words on Wines. Price 2s. 6d. 

" This is a wonderful book."— Morning Star. 

The Gourmet's Guide to Rabbit-Cooking ; or, How 

to Cook a Rabbit in One Hundred and Twenty-four different 
ways. Price la. 

Seven Hundred Domestic Hints in every branch of 

Family Management. By a Lady. Price 2s. 6d. 

— ■ * ,. . 
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HORTICULTURE, GARDENING, ETC. 

— ♦ — i 

The Cottage Gardener's Dictionary. Describing the 

Plants, Fruits, and Vegetables desirable for the Garden, and ex- 
plaining the Terms and Operations employed in their cultivation ; 
with an Alphabetical List of Synonyms. Edited bv G. W. John- 
son, Esq., Editor of "The Cottage Gardener," &c. &c. Third 
Edition. Crown 8vo, strongly bound in cloth, 8s. 6d. 

Glenny's Handbook to the Flower-Garden and 

Greenhouse ; comprising the Description, Cultivation, and Ma- 
nagement of all the popular Flowers and Plants grown in this 
country ; with a Calendar of Monthly Operations for the Flower- 
garden and Greenhouse, Just published, a new and thoroughly 
revised Edition. By George Glbnny, Editor of the " Gardener's 
denei^s Gazette," and the "Gardener and Practical Florist," &c. 
&c. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, price 6s. 6d. 

Glenny's Catechism of Gardening. Containing the 

Elements of Practical Gardening, or Plain Questions and Answers. 
Arranged for the use of Schools, by the Rev. J. Edwabds, Second 
Master of King's College, London ; and particularly adapted for 
Agricultural and Village Schools. 18mo, sewed, 9d. 

Glenny's Garden Almanac, and Florist's Directory for 
1860— 23rd year; containing the Management of an Amateur's 
Garden during the Year ; New Plants, Flowers, &c, to come out 
in the Spring, and other useful information. Price Is. 

The Vegetable Kingdom, and its Products. 

Serving as an introduction to the natural system of Botany, and as 
a Text-book to the study of all vegetable products used in the arts, 
manufactures, medicine, and domestic economy, arranged according 
to the system of De Candolie. Illustrated with nearly 300 En- 
gravings, and containing an enumeration of 7,000 Genera, and 4,000 
Synonymes, representing about 100,000 species of Plants. By 
Robert IIooo, author of " British Pomology," "The Manual of 
Fruits," and Co-editor of " The Cottage Gardener." Crown 8vo, 
handsome cloth, 10s. 6d. 

Manual of Flower Gardening for Ladies. By J. B. 

Whiting, Practical Gardener. Royal 24mo, sewed, price Is. 
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TREATISES ON THE ROBERTSONIAN METHOD. 
German Without a Master. Sixth Edition. A Course 

of Lessons in the German Language. FIRST SERIES: Containing 
Introductory Exercises in Reading, Writing, and Speaking Ger- 
man, as well as a simplified Method of Declining the Nouns, never 
before published ; together with full Instructions for the Guidance 
of the Learner in pronouncing the Language. Price 2s. 

SECOND SERIES: Containing Advanced Exercises in Reading, 
Writing, and Speaking German ; together with Rules for Con- 
jugating the Verbs, and Directions for making use of the German 
written Character. Price 2s. 

THIRD SERIES: Containing Concluding Exercises in Reading, 
Writing, and Speaking German; and Directions for the Learner 
in continuing the Study of the Language. Price 2s. 

The whole Course of Eighteen Lessons may be had, neatly bound in 
cloth, lettered, price 7s. 6d. 

French Without a Master, Fiftieth Thousand. A 

Course of Lessons in the French Language. Containing an Explana- 
tion of the chief Idiomatic Difficulties of the Language, a Practical 
Introduction to French Conversation, and a complete Treatise on 
the Pronunciation. Intended for the Use of Persons studying the 
Language without the aid of a Teacher. Price 2s. 

Spanish Without a Master, Fourth Edition. A Course 
of Lessons in the Spanish Language : Containing, a General View of 
the Construction* of the Language, together with a Practical Ex- 
position of the Pronunciation. For the Use of Persons studying 
the Language without a Master. Price 2s. 

Latin Without a Master, New Edition. A Course 
of Lessons in the Latin Language : Containing a General View of 
the Structure of the Language, Exercises in Reading and Speaking 
Latin, together with a complete Treatise on the Modern English 
Pronunciation of the Language. Price 2s, 

Italian Without a Master. A Course of Lessons in 

the Italian Language. Price 2s. 

English Without a Master. A Course of Lessons 

in the English Language. Price 2s. 
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A HANDSOME ADDITION TO A BOOK-CASE. 

Now ready, Vols. I. to VI., handsomely bound, price 7s. 6d. each, 

THE NATIONAL MAGAZINE. 

A Journal devoted to Literature and Art, and equally an organ of both 
— an Art Magazine, but not one to which Literature is merely inci- 
dental ; a Literary Magazine, but not one to which A rt is a mere 
adjunct. Among the contributors are included R. B. Brough, Dr. 
Do ran, H. Sutherland Edwards, Is a. Craig, Miss Muloch, "West- 
land Marston, J. Hollingshead, Anna Blackwell, the Author of 
41 A Trap to Catch a Sunbeam," and a phalanx of other literary talent 
too numerous to mention. 

Attractiveness of subject and of treatment is studied in every de- 
partment. Tales by acknowledged authors occupy considerable space ; 
reviews ; essays ; varieties of travel and adventure ; humorous 
sketches ; and occasional reports of public matters, find due place ; 
thus forming, altogether, whether regarded from a literary or an 
artistic point of view, a Magazine of surpassing interest and beauty. 

This interesting and valuable magazine may also be had in Parts at 
lOd. and Is., a small number of each (parts 1 to 36) being still obtain- 
able. Subscribers who possess imperfect sets, and who are desirous of 
completing them, should do so immediately, there being only a limited 
number of sets remaining in print. Cases for binding, 2s. each. 



Price Threepence, Monthly, 

THE BOOK AND ITS MISSIONS; 

Dedicated to the British and Foreign Bible Society, and to the 
friends of Bible Circulation throughout the world. Edited by 
L. N. R., author of the u Book and its Story." Thb Book of 
God itself is shown to map out the whole world into five divisions 
by its own reception in it.— Past and Present. It may be traced 
to the Ancient Church, which primarily received it— to the lands 
where the Priests now Hide it from the PEOPLB-to those where 
a False Book has supplanted it — to those where it is yet tjk- 
K.NOWN — and finally to the Protestant countries, from whence it goes 
forth to be the Light of the Earth. This progress is illuminated in 
The Book and its Missions by historical and geographical details, 
carefully collected from the best authorities, in order to interest the 
general reader, and to afFord, especially to the young, a more realising 
sense of the mighty work the Bible is accomplishing "afar off," and 
"near home." While the principles of the Bible Society do not per- 
mit its office bearers to accept the responsibility of editing such a 
magazine as the present, it yet enjoys their unqualified recommend- 
tion, and much of the matter passes under their direct supervision. 

Nos. 1 to 46 are all in print ; also in Vols., cloth, plain, 3s. ; or gilt 
edges, 3s. 6d. Vols. L II. III. are now ready. Vol. IV., and Vols. 
III. and IV. bound together, will be published December 1st. 
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INDEX. 



PAGE 

Acting Charades . . ... 11 

Architectural Works L B 

Arnold's (Edwin) Poems .... 9 

Balance of Beauty ...... Si 

Ball Room Polka 11 

Preceptor 11 

Beattie and Collins & 

Bertie's Indestructible Treasury . 21 

Bible Collectors (The) 24 

Bible Gallery 4 

Women of the 4 

Bingley's Tales 21 

Boat (The) and the Caravan . . 7j 20 

Blakey't> Angler's Guide .... 22 

Bloxam's Architecture S 

Book and its Story . . » . ■ 25 

and its Missions . . . 23 y 30 

Boswell's Johnson 24 

Boyhood of Great Men ..... fi 

Boy Princes 1 

Boy's Book of Modern Travel . 6*12 

Boy's Own Book . . , 13 

Brandon's Architectural Works . Z 

Bunyan'K Pilgrim's Progress . . 3 

Burns (Robert), Poetical Works of 1 

. Massey's .... 0 

Capern's Poems 0 

Capei n's Ballads 10 

Cheever'8 Whaleman's Adventures . 20 

Child's Drawing Books . . • . . 23 

Child's First Lesson Book .... 20 

Christmas with the Poets ...» 2 

Colling's Gothic Architecture . . 8 

• Ornament . . . & 

Comic Works 14 

Almanack • 14. 

Comical Story Books 22 

Corayda • ... 10 

Coster's Lorrin, and other Poems . 10 

Cottage Gardener's Dictionary . . 28 

Cowper's Poems 4 

Cracker Bon-Bon for Christmas . • 11 

Cropland's Memorable Women . . 20 
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